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s the Occaſion of this Poem 
I Ks was Real, not Fictitious ; 
SES Da: ſo the Method purſued in 
it, was rather impoled by what 
Spontaneoujly aroſe in the Author”s 


Mind, on that Occaſion, than 
meditated or deſigned. Y/hich 
will appear very probable from the 
Nature of it. For it differs from 
the common Mode of Poetry, which 


#3 * 


vi PREFACE. 


is from long Narrations to draw 
ſhort Morals. Here, on the con- 
trary, the Narrative is ſhort, and 
the Morality ariſing from it makes 
the Bulk of the Poem. The Reaſon 
of it is, That the Facts mentioned 
did naturally pour theſe moral Re- 
Hections on the 77 Hought of the 
Writer, 


It is evident from the Firſt 
Night, where three Deaths are 
mentioned, that the Plan is nat 
yet compleated ; for two only of 
thoſe three have yet been ſung. 
But fince the Fourth Night „- 
niſles one principal and important 


Theme, 


PREFACE. vii 


Theme, naturally ariſing from all 
Three, viz. the Subduing our Fear 
of DEATH, it will be a proper 
Pauſing-place for the Reader, and 
the Writer too. And it is uncer- 
tain, whether Providence, or [ncli- 
nation, will permit him to go any 


farther. 


T fay, Inclination; for This 
Thins was entered on purely as 
a Refuge under Uneaſineſs, when 
more proper Studies wanted ſuſfi- 
cient Reliſh to detain the Writer's 
Attention to them. And that Rea- 
ſon (thanks be to Heaven) ceaſing, 
the Writer has no farther 8 


. fon, 


VIII 


PREFACE. 

fon, I ſtoud rather ſay Excuſe, 
for grot 2 in, o much to the 
Amuſements, amid the Duties, of 
Life. 
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COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT the FIRST. 


SST R'D nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Sleep! 


He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 
Where Fortune ſmiles; the wretched he 
| forſakes: 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from Woe, Wes 


And lights on lids unſully'd with a Tear. 


From ſhort (as ufual) and diſturb'd Repoſe, 
I wake : How happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeſt the Grave. 


I wake, emerging from a ſea of Dreams 


Tumul. 


12 The COMPLAINT: 
Tumultuous ; where my wreck'd,deſponding thought 
From wave to wave of fancy'd Miſery, 

At random drove, her helm of Reaſon loſt ; 

Tho' now reſtor'd, tis only Change of pain, 

A bitter change ; ſeverer for ſevere : 

The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs! and Night 
Even in the Zenith of her dark Domain, 


Is Sunſhine, to the colour of my Fate, 


Night, fable Goddeſs! from her Ebon throne, 
In rayleſs Majeſty, now ſtretches forth 
Her leaden Scepter o'er a ſlumbering world: 
Silence, how dead ? and Darkneſs how profound ? 
Nor Eye, nor liſt'ning Ear an Object finds; 
Creation ſleeps. Tis, as the general Pulſe 
Of Life ſtood till, and Nature made a Pauſe ; 
An aweful pauſe ! prophetic of her End. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd ; 


Fate! drop the Curtain; I can loſe no more. 


Silence, 


Or, Night ⸗Thoughts, Cc. 13 


Silence, and Darkneſs ! folemn Siſters! Twins 


From antient Night, who nurſe the tender Thought 
To Reaſon, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 

(That column of true Majeſty in Man) 

Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the Grave; 


The grave, your Kingdom : There this frame ſhall 

A victim facred to your dreary ſhrine. 

But what are Ye? Thou, who didſt put to flight 
Primæval $:/ence, when the Morning-Stars 

Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing Ball; 

O thou! whoſe Word from ſolid Dar#neſs ſtruck 

That ſpark, the Sun; ſtrike Wiſdom from my foul ; 

My ſoul which flies to thee, her Truſt, her Treaſure : 


As miſers to their Gold, while others reſt. 


Thro' this Opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double Night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to chear : O lead my Mind, 


(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe, ) 
Lead 
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Lead it thro various ſcenes of Life and Death, 
And from each ſcene, the nobleſt Truths inſpire : 


Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, than my Song; 
Teach my beſt Reaſon, Reaſon ; my beſt Will 
Teach Rectitude; and fix my firm Reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear. 
Nor let the Vial of thy Vengeance pour'd 


On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 


The Bell ſtrikes One : We take no note of Time, 
But from its Loſs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wiſe in man. As if an Angel ſpoke, 
I feel the ſolemn Sound. If heard aright, 
It is the Knell of my departed Hours; 
Where are they? with the Years beyond theFlood: 
It is the S7gnal that demands Diſpatch ; 
How Much is to be done ? my Hopes and Fears 
Start up alarm'd, and ofer life's narrow Verge 


Look down-----on what ? a fathomleſs Abyſs; 


A 
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or, Night ⸗ Thoughts, Se. #5 
A dread Eternity! how ſurely mine ! 
And can Eternity belong to me, 


Poor Penſioner on the bounties of an Hour ? 


How poor? how rich ? how abject? how auguſt? 

Ho complicate? how wonderful is man? 

How paſſing wonder He, who made him ſuch? 

Who center d in our make ſuch ſtrange Extremes? 

From different Natures, marvelouſly mixt, 

Connection exquiſite of diſtant Worlds 

Diſtinguiſht Zink in Being's endleſs Chain! 

Midway from Nothing to the Deity ! 

A Beam etherial ſully'd, and abſorpt! 

Tho' ſully'd, and diſhonour'd, ſtill Divine! 

Dim Miniature of Greatneſs abſolute | 

An Heir of Glory! a frail Child of Duſt! 

_ Helpleſs Immortal! Inſect 7nfinite / 

A Worm! a God! I tremble at myſelf, 

And in myſelf am Joſt ! At home a Stranger, 1” 8 
Thought 
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Thought wanders up and down, furpriz'd, aghaſt, 
And wond'ring at her own How Reaſon reels? 
O what a Miracle to man is Man, 
Triumphantly diſtreſs'd ? what Joy, what Dread? 
Alternately tranſported and alarm'd ! 

What can preſerve my Life? or what deſtroy ? 

An Angel's arm can't ſnatch me from the Grave; 


Legions of Angels can't confine me There. 


'Tis paſt Conjecture; all things riſe in proof: 
While o'er my limbs S/eep's ſoft dominion ſpread, 
What, tho' my Soul phantaſtic Meaſures trod, 
O'er Fairy Fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs Woods : or down the craggy Steep 
Hurl'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantled Pool ; 
Or ſcal'd the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 
Her ceaſclcſs Flight, tho' devious, ſpeaks her Nature 
Of ſubtler Eſſence than the trodden Clodll/ 


18 


Active, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, GS. 17 
Active, atrial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her groſs Companion's fall : 
Ev'n filent Night proclaims my Soul immortal: 
Ev'n filent Night proclaims eternal Day : 
For human weal, Heaven huſbands all events, 


Dull ſleep inſtructs, nor ſport vain Dreams in vain, 


Why then their Loki deflore; that are not loſt? 
Why wanders wretched Thought their tombsaround, 
In infidel Diſtreſs ? Are Angels there? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duſt, Etherial fire? 

They live ! they greatly live a life on carth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an eye 

Of Tenderneſs, let heav'aly pity fall 

On me, more juſtly number'd with the Dead: 

This is the Deſart, this the Solitude: 

How populous? how vital, is the Grave? 1 
Vis is Creation's melancholy Vault, 

The Vale funereal, the ſad Cypreſs gloom ; 


R The 
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The land of Apparitions, empty Shades: 
All, all on earth is Shadow, all beyond 
Is Subfance; the reverſe is Folly's creed: 
How ſolid all, where Change ſhall be no more? 


"4 


This is the bud of Being, the dim Dawn, 
The twilight of our Day, the Veſtibule, 

Life's Theater as yet is ſhut, and Death, 

Strong Death alone can heave the maſſy Bar, 
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This groſs impediment of Clay remove, 
And make us Embryos of Exiſtence free. 


From real life, but little more remote 


Is He, not yet a candidate for Light, 

The future Embryo, ſlumbering in his Sire. 
Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the Shell, 
Yon ambient, azure ſhell, and ſpring to Life, 
The life of Gods : O Tranſport ! and of Man. 


Yet 


Or, Might⸗ Thoughts, Ge. 19 


Yet man, fool man! here burys all his Thoughts; 
Inters celeſtial Hopes without one Sigh : 
Priſoner of Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 
Here pinions all his Wiſhes ; wing'd by Heaven 
To fly at Infinite; and reach it there, 
Where Seraphs gather Immortality, 
On life's fair Tree, faſt by the throne of God : 
What golden Joys ambroſial cluſt ring glow, 
In His full beam, and ripen for the Juſt, 
Where momentary Ages are no more? 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire? 
And is it in the Flight of threeſcore years, 
To puſh Eternity from human Thought, 
And ſmother ſouls immortal in the Duſt ? 
A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her Fires, 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous Idlenefs, 
Thrown into Tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 


At ought this ſcene can threaten, or indulge, 
B 2 Reſem- 
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Reſembles Ocean into Tempeſt wrought, 


To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 


Where falls this Cenſure ? It o'erwhelms myſelf, 3 
How was my Heart encruſted by the World? 
O how ſelf-fetter'd was my groveling Soul? 1 


How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and round 


— — — 


Till darken'd Reaſon lay quite clouded oer 


| With ſoft conceit of endleſs Comfort here, 


In filken thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 


Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the ſkies ? © 


Night- viſions may befriend, (as ſung above) 
Our waking Dreams are fatal: How I dreamt 
Of things Impoſſible ? (could Sleep do more?) 
Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change ? 

Of ſtable Pleaſures on the toſſing Wave? 
Eternal Sunſhine in the Storms of life ? 
How richly were my noon-tide Trances hung 4 
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Or, Night- Thoughts, G. 21 
With gorgeous Tapeſtries of pictur'd joys ? 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective 
Till at Death's Toll, whoſe reſtleſs Iron tongue 
_ Calls daily for his Millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
Where now my Frenzy's pompous Furniture ? 
The cobweb'd Cottage with its ragged wall 
Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me 
The Spider's moſt attenuated Thread 
Is Cord, is Cable, to man's tender Tie 


On earthly Bliſs ; it breaks at every Breeze. 


Oye bleſt ſcenes of permanent Delight ! 
Full, above meaſure ! laſting, beyond bound ! 
A Perpetuity of Bliſs, is Bliſs, 
Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an End, 
That ghaſtly Thought would drink up all your Joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the realms of Light, 
| Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rowling Spheres ; 
B 3 The 
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The baleful influence of whoſe giddy Dance; 
Sheds ſad Viciſſitude on all beneath, 
Here teems with Revolutions every Hour ; 
And rarely for the better ; or the beſt, 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous 

Of Time's enormous Scythe, whoſe ample Sweep 
Strikes Empires from the root ; each Moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of ſweet domeſtick Comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary Bliſs. 


Bliſs! ſublunary Bliſs! proud words! and vain : 
Implicit Treaſon to divine Docres 4 
A bold invaſion of the rights of Heaven ! 
I claſp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air. 
O had I weigh'd it &'er my fond Embrace 
What darts of Agony had miſs'd my heart? 
Death ! Great Proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 


To 


Or, Night-Thoughts, 8e. 23 
To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars; 
The Sun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; | 
And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphere, 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial Quiver on a mark ſo mean? 

Why, thy peculiar Rancor wreck'd on me? 
Inſatiate Archer! could not One ſuffice? 


Thy ſhaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace was ſlain; 
And thrice, e'er thrice yon Moon had fill'd her Horn: 

O Cynthia ! why ſo pale? Doſt thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour? Grieve, to ſee thy wheel 
Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human Life? 

How wanes my borrow'd bliſs? from Fortune's ſmile, 
Precarious Courteſy ! not Yjrtue's ſure, 


Self-given, ſolar, ray of found Delight. 


In every vary'd Poſture, Place, and Hour, 
How widow'd every Thought of every Joy ! 
Thought, buſy Thought ! too buſy for my Peace ! 
B 4 Thro 
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Thro' the dark Poſtern of Time long elaps'd, 


Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the Night, 
Led, like a Murderer, (and ſuch it proves!) 


Strays, wretched Rover! Oer the pleaſing Paſt ; 
In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays; 

And finds all Deſart now ; and meets the Ghoſts 
Of my departed Joys, a numerous Train ! 

I rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 

Sweet Comfort's blaſted Cluſters I lament; 

I tremble at the Bleſſings once ſo dear; \ 
And every Pleaſure pains me to the Heart. 

Yet why complain? or why complain for One: 
Hangs out the Sun his Luſtre but for Me? 
The fingle Man? are Angels all beſide ? 

I mourn for Millions: *tis the common Lot ; 
In this ſhape, or in that, has Fate entail'd 

The Mother's throes on all of woman born, 


Not more the Children, than ſure Heirs of Pain. 


War, 


O-, Night-Thoughts, - &c. 25 


War, Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine Broils, Oppreſſion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in tripple Braſs, beſiege mankind : 
God's Image, diſinherited of Day, 
Here, plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made; 
There, Beings deathleſs as their haughty Lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for life ; 
And plough the Winter's wave, and reap Deſpair : 
Some, for hard Maſters, broken under Arms, 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms their Valour fav'd, 
If ſo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom: 
Want, and incurable Diſeaſe, (fell Pairl) 
On hopeleſs Multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 
At once; and make a Refuge of the Grave; 
How groaning Hoſpitals eject their Dead? 
What numbers groan for ſad Admiſſion there? 
What numbers once in Fortune's lap high-fed, 
N Sollicit 
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Sollicit the cold hand of Charity ? 


To ſhock us more, ſollicit it in vain? 

Ye filken Sons of Pleaſure! ſince in Pains 

You rue more modiſh vilits, viſit here, 

And breathe from your Debauch : Gzve, and reduce 
Surfeit's Dominion o'er you: but ſo great 

Your Impudence, you bluſh at what is Right! 


Happy ! did Sorrow ſeize on ſuch alone: 
Not Prudence can defend, or Virtue fave ; 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt Temperance ; 
And Puniſhment the Guiltleſs; and Alarm 
Thro thickeſt ſhades purſues the fond of Peace; 
Man's Caution often into Danger turns, 
And his Guard falling, cruſhes him to death, 
Not Happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very Wiſhes give us not our wiſh ; 
How diſtant oft the Thing we doat on moſt, 


From that for which we doat, Felicity ? 


The 
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Or, Night- Choughts, &c. 27 
The ſinoot beſt courſe of Nature has its Pains; 
And trueſt Friends, thro' error, wound our Reſt; 
Without Misfortune, what Calamities ? 
And what Hoſtilities, without a Foe ? 
Nor are Foes wanting to the beſt on earth: 
But endleſs is the liſt of human IIls, 
And Sighs might ſooner fail, than Cauſe to ſigh. 


A Part how ſmall of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted by man? the reſt a Vaſte, 
Rocks, Deſarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands; 
Wild haunts of Monſters, Poiſons, Stings, and Death : 
Such is Earth's melancholy Map! But far 
More ſad! this Earth is a true Map of Man: 
So bounded ere its haughty Lord's Delights 
To Voe's wide empire; where deep Troubles toſs; 
Loud Sorrows howl ; envenom'd Paſſions bite ; 


Ravenous Calamities our vitals ſeize ; 


And threat'ning Fate wide-opens to devour. 
3 What 
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What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf? 
In Age, in Infancy, from other's aid 


Is all our Hope; to teach us to be kind. 


That, Nature's firſt, laſt Leſſon to mankind ; 


The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels 


More generous Sorrow, while it ſinks, exalts, 


And conſcious Virtue mitigates the Pang. 

Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
They weaken too the Torrent of their grief. 

Take then, O World! thy much-indebted Tear; 
How fad a Sight is human Happineſs, 

To thoſe whoſeThought can pierce beyond an Hour? 
O thou ! whate'er thou art, whoſe Heart exults! 
Would'ft thou I ſhould congratulate thy Fate? 

I know thou would'ſt ; thy Pride demands it from 


me, 


Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature needs, 


The ſalutary Cenſure of a friend: 


Thou 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 
Thou happy Fretch ! by Blindneſs art thou ad 
By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles : 
Know, Smiler / at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 
Thy Pleaſure is the promiſe of thy Pain, 
Mi fortune, like a Creditor ſevere, 
But riſes in demand for her Delay ; 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt Proſperity, 
To ſting thee more, and double thy Diſtreſs, 


Lorenzo, Fortune makes her Court to thee, 


Thy fond Heart dances, while the Syren ſings. 


Dear is thy Welfare; think me not unkind; 

I would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys : 
Think not that Fear is ſacred to the Storm : 
Stand on thy guard againſt the Smiles of Fate. 


Is Heaven tremendous in its Frown ? moſt ſure ; 


And in its Favours formidable too; 


Its favours here are Tryals, not Rewards; 
A call to Duty, not diſcharge from Care; 
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And ſhould alarm us, full as much as Woes ; 
Awake us to their Cauſe, and Conſequence , 

O'er our ſcan'd Conduct give a jealous Eye ; 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our Deſert ; 
Awe Nature's Tumult, and chaſtiſe her Joys, 
Leſt while we claſp, we kill them ; nay invert 
To worſe than fmple miſery, their Charms: 
Revolted Joys, like foes in civil war, 

Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 
With rage envenom'd riſe againſt our Peace. 
Beware what Earth calls Happineſs ; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire : 

Who builds on leſs than an 5mmorte! Baſe, | 


Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to Death. 


Mine dy'd with thee, Philander ! thy laft Sigh 
Diſſolv'd the charm ; the diſenchanted Earth 
Loſt all her Luſtre : where, her glittering Towers ? 
Her golden Mountains, where ? all darken'd down 


To 


Or, Might ⸗Thoughts, &c. 31 
To naked Waſte; a dreary Vale of Tears: 
The great Magician's dead! Thou poor, pale Piece 
Of out-caſt earth, in Darkneſs! what a Change 
From yeſterday ! Thy darling Hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd Prize ! ) O how Ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ? Ambitition truly great, 
Of virtuous Praiſe : Death's ſubtle ſeed within, 
(Sly, treacherous Miner ! ) working in the Dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
The Worm to riot on that Roſe fo red, 
Unfaded e er it fell; one moment's Prey |! 


Man's Foreſight is conditionally wile ; 
Lorenzo! Wiſdom into Folly turns 
Ott, the firſt inſtant, its Idea fair 12 55 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim our eye 
The preſent Moment terminates our ſight: 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on Doomſday, drown the next; 
We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 
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And, big with li 


22 We COMPLAINT: 


Time is dealt out by Particles; and each, 


Er mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of Life, 


By Fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 


Deep filence, * Where Eternity begins. 


By Nature's Law, what may be, may be now; 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours : 

In human hearts what bolder Thought can riſe, 
Than man's Preſumption on To-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is To-morrow? In another world, 


For numbers this is certain ; the Reverſe 


Ts ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 


This peradventure, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of Adamant we build 
Our mountain Hopes: ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 


As we the Fatal Siſters con'd out- ſpin, 


s Futurities, expire. 


No 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 


Not even Philander had beſpoke his ſhroud ; 
Nor had He cauſe, a Warning was deny'd; 
How Many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe? 

As enden tho' for Years admoniſht home: 
Of human Ills the laſt Extreme beware, 
Beware, Lorenzo! a ſlow-ſudden Death, 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize ? 

Be wiſe to-day ; tis madneſs to defer ; 
Next day the fatal Precedent will plead; 

| Thus on, till Wiſdom is puſh'd out of life: 
Procraſtination is the Thief of Time, 
Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 
And to the mercies of a Moment leaves 
The vaſt Concerns of an Eternal ſcene. 

If not fo frequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 

That tis ſo frequent, This is ſtranger ſtill. 


33 
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Of Man's miraculous Miſtakes, this bears. 
The Palm, © That all Men are about to live.“ 
For ever on the Brink of being born : 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think © 


They, one day, ſhall not drivel ; and their Pride 


On this Reverſion takes up ready Praiſe ; 

At leaſt, their own ; their future ſelves applauds ; 
How excellent that Life they n&er will lead ? 
Time lodg'd in their ow- hands is Folly's Vails ; 
That lodg'd in Fate's, to V. iſdom they conſign; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſtpone ; 
"Tis not in Folly, not to ſcorn a Fool; 

And ſcarce in human Wiſdom to do more. 


All Promiſe is poor dilatory man, 


| And that thro every Stage: When young, indeed, 


| 


| 
| 


In full content, we ſometimes nobly reſt, 


| Unanxious for ourſelves ; and only wiſh, 


As duteous ſons, our Fathers were more Wile: 


At 


or, Night - Thoughts, S. 35 
At thirty man ſiſpects himſelf a Fool; 
| Knows it at forty, and reforms his Plan; 
Y At fifty chides his infamous Delay, 
| Puſhes his prudent Purpoſe to Reſolve ; 


In all the magnanimity of Thought 


| Reſolves ; and re-reſolves : then dies the fame. 


And why ? Becauſe he thinks himſelf Immortal : 


All men think all men mortal, but themſelves ; 


Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of Fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the ſadden Dread; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 
Soon cloſe, where paſt the ſhaft, no Trace is found: 
As, from the Ving no ſcar the Sky retains; 

The parted Wave no furrow from the Keel; 

So dies in human hearts the Thought of Death : 
Even with the tender Tear which Nature ſheds 
Oer thoſe we love, we drop it in their Grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ſtrange ; 

C2 O my 


36 The COMPLAINT: 

O my full Heart !---But ſhould I give it vent, 
The longeſt Night, tho' longer far, would fail, 
And the Lark liſten to my midnight Song. 


The ſpritely Lar#'s ſhrill Mattin wakes the Morn ; 
Grief's ſharpeſt Thorn hard-preſſing on my Breaſt, 
I ſtrive, with wakeful Melody to chear 
The ſullen Gloom, ſweet Philomel like Thee, 
And call the Stars to liſten: every ſtar 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy Lay. 

Vet be not vain; there are, who thine excell, 
And charm thro' diſtant Ages: Wrapt in Shade, 
Priſoner of Darkneſs! to the ſilent Hours, 

How often I repeat their Rage divine, 

To lull my Griefs, and ſteal my heart from Woe ? 
I rowl their Raptures, but not catch their Flame : 
Dark, tho' not blind, like thee Meonides ! 

0 Or Milton] thee; ah cou'd I reach your Strain! 


Or His, who made Maonides our Own. 


Man 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 37 
Man too he ſung : Immortal man I fing ; 
Oft burſts my Song beyond the bounds of Life; 
What, now, but Immortality can pleaſe J 
O had He preſs'd his Theme, purſued the track, 
Which opens out of Darkneſs into Day! 
O had he mounted on his wing of Fire, 


Soar'd, where I fink, and ſung Immortal man! 


How had it bleſt mankind? and reſcued me ? 


NIGHT THE SECOND. 


ON 


Time, Death, Friendſhip. 


Humbly inſcrib'd 
To the Rig T HoNOURABLE 


The Earl of WILMINGTON. 
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COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT the SECOND. 


JH EN the Cock crew, he wept” ---Smote 
574 by that Eye, 
Which looks on me, on All: That 

l Pow'r, who bids 


i Midnight Centinel with Clarion 
Emblem of that which ſhall awake the in 
Rouze Souls from Slumber, intoThoughts of Heaven, 
Shall I too weep? Where then is Fortitude ? 


And Fortitude abandon'd, where is Man ? 


I know the terms on which he ſees the Light ; 
He that is born, is liſted : Life is War; 
| Eternal 


© e 


42 The COMPLAINT: 

Eternal War with Woe: who bears it beſt, 
Deſerves it leaſt.-----On other Themes I'll dwell. 
Lorenzo] let me turn my thoughts on Thee, 

And Thine, on Themes may profit ; profit there, 
Where moſt thy need, Themes, too, the pune 
Of dear Philander's Duſt. He, thus, tho dead 
May ſtill befriend-----What Themes? Time's on- 
Death, Friendſhip, and Philander's final $ © = 
Themes meet for man! and meet at ev'ry hour, 


But moſt at This, at Midnight ever clad 
In Deatb's own Sables ; filent as his Realms; 


And prone to weep; profuſe of dewy tears 
O'er Nature, in her temporary Tomb. 


So could I touch theſe Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Ear ; nor leave thy Heart quite diſengag'd, 
The good Deed would delight me X half- impreſs 
On my dark Cloud an Tris ; and from Grief, 

Call Glory. Doſt thou mourn Philander's fate? 


1 I know 


Or, Night-Thoughts, 8c. 43 
I know thou fay'it it, ſays thy Life the ame? 
He mourns the Dead, who lives as they deſire. 
Where is that Thrift, that Avarice of T IM E, 
(O glorious Avarice !) thought of Death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robberies endear our Gold ? 
O Time ! than Gold more ſacred ; more a Load 
Than Lead, to Fools; and Fools reputed Wiſe. 
What Moment granted Man without account ? 
What Years are ſquander'd, Wiſdom's debt unpaid? 
Our Wealth in Days all due to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte, He lies in wait, He's at the door, 
Inſidious Death! ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
No compoſition ſets the Priſoner free. 


Eternity's inexorable chain 


Faſt binds; and Vengeance claims the full Arrear. 


How late I ſhudder'd on the brink ? how late 
Life calbd for her laſt Refuge in Deſpair ? 
That Time is mine, O Mead to Thee I owe; 


Fain 


44 The COMPLAINT: 


Fain would I pay thee with Eternity: 

But ill my Genius anſwers my Deſire, 

My fickly Song is mortal, paſt thy Cure. 
Accept-the Will; It dies not with my ſtrain, 


For what calls 2% Diſeaſe Lorenzo? not 
For Eſculapian, but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think'ſt it Folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 
Nouth is not rich in Time; it may be, poor: 
Part with it as with Money, ſparing ; pay 
No Moment, but in Purchaſe of its worth : 
And what its Worth, aſk Death-beds, they can tell. 
Part with it as with Life, reluctant; big 
With holy Hope of nobler Time to come : 
Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great Mark 


Of Men and Angels; Virtue more divine. 


Is this our Duty, Wiſdom, Glory, Gain? 
(Theſe Heaven benign in vital Union binds) 
And 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Sc. 45 
And ſport we like the Natives of the Bough, 
When vernal Suns inſpire? Amuſement reigns 
Man's great Demand: To trifle is to live : 

And is it then a Trifle, too, to die ?---- 

Thou ſay ſt I preach, Lorenzo! Tis confeſt. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 


Who wants Amuſement in the Flame of Battle ? 


Is it not Treaſon, to the Soul immortal, 
Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize? | 
Will Toys amuſe, when Med'cines cannot cure ? | 
When Spirits ebb, when Life's inchanting Scenes I 
Their Luftre loſe, and leſſen in our ſight, 
' (As Lands, and Cities with their olitt'ring Spares, | 
| To the poor ſhatter'd Bark, by ſudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and ſoon to periſh there) 
Will Toys amuſe ?---No: Thrones will then beToys, 
And Earth and Skies ſeem Duſt upon the Scale. 


Redeem 


46 The COMPLAINT: 


Redeem we Time ?---its Loſs we dearly buy: 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-ptiz'd Sports ? 
He pleads Time's numerous Blanks; he loudly pleads 
The ſtraw-like Trifles on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thoſe Blanks and Tr:fles, but from Thee? 
No Blank, no Trifle Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or purpos d Virtue ſtill be Thine ; 
This cancels thy Complaint at once ; This leaves 
In Act no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes All ; 

This, the bleſt Art of turning all to Gold ; 
This, the good Heart's prerogative to raiſe 

A royal tribute, from the pooreſt Hours. 
Immenſe Revenue! every Moment Pays. 

If nothing more than Purpoſe in thy power, 
Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the Decd : 
Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 


Does well, acts nobly ; Angels could no more. 
Our 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 


Our outward Act, indeed, admits reſtraint ; 


'Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineer; 


47 


Guard well thy Thought ; our Thoughts are heard 


in Heaven. 


On all-important Time, through every Age, 


Tho much, and warm, the Wiſe have urg' d; the Man 


Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 


* I've loſt a Day”---The Prince who nobly cry'd, 


Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 

Of Rome? fay, rather, Lord of human race ; 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by Mankind. 
So ſhould all ſpeak : ſo Reaſon ſpeaks in All: 
From the ſoft Whiſpers of that God in man, 
Why fly to Folly, why to Frenzy fly, 

For Reſcue from the Bleſſing we poſſeſs ? 
Time, the Supreme |-----Time is Eternity; 
Pregnant with all Eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all, that makes Arch- angels ſmile 
Who murders Time, He cruſhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r Etherial, only not Ador'd. 


. 
- 


48. The COMPLAINT: 


| Ah! how unjuſt to Nature, and Himſelf, 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent Man? 
Like Children babling nonſenſe in their ſports, 
We cenſure Nature for a Span too ſhort ; 
That Span too ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Torture Invention, all Expedients tire, 
To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed ; 

And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves, 
Art, brainleſs Art ! our furious Charioteer 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of Death ; 
Death, moſt our Dread ; Death thus more dreadful | 
O what a Riddle of Abſurdity ? 855 
Leiſure is Pain; takes off our Chariot-wheels, 
How heavily we drag the Load of Life:? 
Blcſt Leiſure is our Curſe, like that of Cale 


It makes us wander ; wander earth around 


To fly that Tyrant, Thought, As Atlas groan'd 
The 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Sc. 49 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an Hour. 
We cry for Mercy to the next Amuſement; 
The next Amuſement mortgages onr fields; 
Slight inconvenience ! Priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Time, if Priſons ſet us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tanelers us Relief, 
We call him cruel; Years to Moments ſhrink, 
Ages to Years. The Tcleſcope is turn'd : 
To man's falſe opticks (from his Folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his Wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his Age 
Behold him, when paſt by ; what then is ſeen 
But his broad Pinions ſwifter than the Winds? 
And all Mankind, in Contradiction ſtrong, 


Ruefull, aghaſt ! cry out on his Career. 


Leave to thy Foes theſe Errors, and theſe Ills ; 
To Nature juſt, their Cauſe and Cure explore. 
Not ſhort Heaven's Bounty, boundleſs our Expence 


D No 
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No Niggard, Nature ; Men are Prodigals. 

As bold Alphonſus threat'ned in his Pride, 

We throw away our Suns, as made for Sport, 

And not to light us, on our way to Scenes 

Whoſe Luſtre turns their Luſtre into Shade, 

We waſte, not uſe our Time : we breathe, not live. 
Time waſted is Exiſtence, us'd is Life: 

And bare Exiſtence, Man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 

And why? ſince Time was given for Uſe, not Waſte, 
Enjoyn'd to fly, with Tempeſt, Tide, and Stars, 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man; 

Time's Uſe was doom'd a Pleaſure ; Waſte, a Pain; 
That Man might feel his Error, if unſeen ; 

And, feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure : 

Not, blundering, ſplit on Idleneſs, for cafe. 

Life's Cares are Comforts ; ſuch by Heaven deſign'd ; 


He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 


Cares are Employments ; and without Employ 


The 


Or, Night ⸗Thoughts, Sc. 51 
The Soul is on a Rack; the Rack of Reſt, 
To Souls moſt adverſe; Action all their Joy. 


Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 
Then Time turns torment, when Man turns a Fool. 
We rave, we wreſtle with Great Nature's Plan; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed, 
Who thwart His Will, ſhall contradict their own, 
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Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourſelves ; 


Our Thoughts at Enmity our boſom-broil; 

We puſh Time from us, and we wiſh Him back, 
Laviſh of Luſtrums, and yet fond of Life; 

Life we think long, and ſhort; Death ſeek, and 
Body and Soul, like peeviſh Man and Wife, 
United jar, and yet are loath to part. 

Oh the dark days of Vanity! while Here, 

How Taſtleſs? and how Terrible, when gone? 

Gone? they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us ſtill ; 

The Spirit walks of ev'ry Day deccas'd, 

9 2 | And 


52 The COMPLAINT: 


And ſmiles an Angel; or a Fury frowns. 

Nor Death, nor Life delight us. If Time paſt, 

And Time poſſeſt, both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 

That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 

Time ug d. The Man who conſecrates his Hours 
By vigorous Effort, and an honeſt Aim, 

At once he draws the ſting of Life and Death : 


He walks with Nature; and her Paths are Peace. 


Our Error's Cauſe, and Cure are ſeen : See next 
Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed ; 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career. 
All-ſenſual man, becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, 

He looks on Time, as nothing. Nothing elſe - 
Is truly Man's ; *tis Fortune's.----Time's a God. 
Thou haſt ne'er heard of Time's Omnipotence z 
For, or againſt, what Wonders can He do? 
And vi: To ſtand blank Neuter He diſdains. 
Not on thoſe Terms was Time, (Heaven's Stranger!) 


lent 
On his important Embaſſy to Man. 


Or, Might Thoughts, Cc. 53 
Lorenzo] no: On the long-deſtin'd Hour, 
From everlaſting Ages growing ripe, 

That memorable Hour of wond'rous Birth, 
When the Dread Sire, on Emanation bent, 

And big with Nature, riſing in his Might, 

Call'd forth Creation, (for then Time was born) 
By Godhead ſtreaming thro a thouſand Worlds ; 
Not on thoſe Terms, from the great days of Heaven, 
From old Eternity's myſterious Orb, 

Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the Skies; 
The Skies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Meaſuring his Motions by revolving Spheres ; 
That Horologe Machinery Divine. 

Hours, Days, and Months, and Vears, his Children, play, 
Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies: 
Or, rather, as unequal Plumes, they ſhave 

His ample Pinions, ſwift as darted Flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient Reſt, 
And join anew Eternity his Sire ; 
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In his Inmutability to neſt, 

When Worlds, that count his Circles no, unhing'd, 
(Fate the loud ſignal founding) headlong ruſh 

To timeleſs Night, and Chaos, whence they roſe. 
Why ſpur the Speedy? why with Levities 
New-wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 
Man flies from Time, and Time from Man: too ſoon 
In fad Divorce this double Flight muſt end ; 


And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo! then, 


Thy Sports? thy Pomps ?---I grant thee, in a State 


Not Unambitious; in the rafied Shroud, 
Thy Parian Tomb's friumphant Arch beneath, 
Has Death his Fopperies ? then well may Life 


Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow ſhane, 


Ye well-array'd! Ye Lilies of our land! 
Ve Lilies Male! who neither toil, nor ſpin, 


(As Siſter Lilies igt) if not ſo wiſe 


As 


Or, Might Thoughts, &c. 55 


As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the Sight! 


Ye Delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 

Vourſelves moſt inſupportable! for whom 

The winter Roſe muſt blow, the Sun put on 

A brighter Beam in Leo; filky-ſoft 

Favonius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid ; 

And Other worlds ſend Odours, Sauce, and Song, 

And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreign Looms ! 

O ye Lorenzos of our Age! who deem 

One Moment unamus'd, a Miſery 

Not made for feeble Man! who call aloud 

For every Bawble, drivel'd o'er by Senſe ; 

For Rattles, and Conceits of every caſt, 

For Change of Follies, aud Relays of Joy, 

To drag you Patient through the tedious length 
Of a ſhort Winter's Day: ſay, Sages! ſay, 

Wit's Oracles! ſay, Dreamers of gay Dreams! 

How will you weather an eternal Nigbt, 

Where fuch Expedients fail ? 

D 4 0 
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O Treacherous Conſcience ! while ſheſcems to ſleep, 


On Roe and Myrtle, lull'd with Syren Song; 


While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
| On headlong Apperite, the ſlackned rein, 

| And give us up to Licence, unrecall'd, 

Unmarkt ;----As from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
The fly Informer minutes every Fault, 

And her dread Diary with Horror fills: 

Not the groſs Act alone employs her Pen ; 


She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 
| A watchful Foe! The formidable SPY, 
Liſt'ning o erhears the Whiſpers of our Camp ; 
Our dawning Purpoſes of Heart explores, 
And ſteals our Embryos of Iniquity. 
As all- rapacious Uſurers conceal 


Their Doomſday- book from all- conſuming Heirs; ; 


Tins, with Indulgence moſt ſevere, She treats 


_ . 
— — 


Us, Spendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 


— 


Unnoted, 


Or, Might⸗Thoughts, Sc. 57 


Unnoted, notes each Moment miſapply'd; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of Braſs, 
Writes our whole hiſtory ; which Death ſhall read 
In every pale Delinquent's private Ear; 

And Judgment publiſh ; Publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; and endleſs Age in groans reſound. 
Lorenzo, ſuch that Sleeper in thy Breaſt ! 

Such is her Slumber ; and her Vengeance ſuch 
For lighted Counſel ; ſuch thy future Peace! 
And think'ſt thou ill thou canſt be wiſe 00 ſoon ? 


But why on Time ſo laviſh is my Song? 
On this great Theme kind Nature keeps a School, 
To teach her Sons Herſelf. Each Night we Dye, 
Each Morn are born anew ; Each Day, a Life! 
And ſhall we kill each Day? If Trifling kills; 
Sure Vice muſt butcher. O what heaps of lain 
Cry out for Vengeance on us ? Time deſtroy'd 


Is Suicide, where more than Blood is ſpilt. 


Time 


e 
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Time flies, Death urges, Knells call, Heaven invites, 
Hell threatens ; All exerts; in Effort, All; 

More than Creation labours !----Labours more ? 
And is there in Creation, What, amidſt 

This Tumult Univerſal, wing'd Diſpatch, 


And ardent Energy, ſupinely yawns ?. 


Man fleeps ; and Man alone; and Man, whoſe Fate, 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 

Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the Gulph 
A moment trembles; drops: and Man, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm: Man, the ſole Cauſe 

Of this ſurrounding Storm! and yet he ſleeps, 

As the Storm rock'd to reſt. Throw Years away ? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize, 
Heaven's on their Wing: a Moment we may wiſh 

When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day band 
Bid him drive back his Carr, recall, retake 

Fate's haſty prey ; Implore him, reimport 

The Period paſt ; regive the given Hour. 


Lorenzo, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Oc, 59 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want: 


Lorenzo -O for Yeſterdays to come 


Such is the Language of the Man awake ; 
His Ardor ſach, for what oppreſſes Thee: 
And is his Ardor vain? Lorenzo! No: 
That more than Miracle the Gods indulge : 
To-day is Yeſterday return'd ; return'd 
Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
And reinſtate us on the Rock of Peace. 

Let it not ſhare its Predeceſſor's Fate; 
Nor, like its elder Siſters, die a Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper {till ? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd? 


More wretched for the Clemencies of Heaven ? 


Where ſhall I find Him? Angels! tell me where, 


You know Him; He is near you; Point him out; 
Shall 
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Shall I ſee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 

Or trace his Footſteps by the riſing Flow'rs ? 
Your golden Wings, now hov'ring o'er him ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in Applauſe 

Jo that bleſt Son of Foreſight ! Lord of Fate! 
That awful Independent on To-morrow /! 
Whoſe Work is done; who triumphs in the Paſt; 
Whoſe 77/fterdays look backwards with a Smile; 
Nor like the Parthian wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious Lot! Paſt Hours 
If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 

If Folly bounds our Proſpect by the Grave; 
All feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; 

All God-like Paſſion for Eternals quencht; 

All reliſh of Realities expir'd ; 

Renounc'd all Correſpondence with the Skies ; 
Our Freedom chain'd quite wingleſs our Deſire ; 
In Senſe dark-priſon'd All that ought to ſoar, 
Prone to the Center, crawling in the Duſt ; 


Diſmounted 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 61 
Diſmounted every Great and Glorious Aim; 
Embruted every Faculty divine; 

Heart- buried in the rubbiſh of the World: 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 


Souls elevate, Angelick, wing'd with Fire 


To reach the diſtant Skies, and triumph there 

On Thrones, which ſhall not mourn their Maſters 
chang'd, 

Tho' We from Earth; Etherial, They that fell. 


Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 


Who venerate themſelves, the World deſpiſe. 
For what, gay Friend! is this eſcutcheon'd World . 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal Night? 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud. 
Life's little Stage is a ſmall Eminence, 

Inch-high the Grave above; that Home cf Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude; we gaze around, 
We read their Monuments ; we ſigh; and while 


We 
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We ſigh, we ſink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 


Lamenting, or Lamented all our Lot ! 

* Is Death at Diſtance? No: he has been on thee; 
And given ſure Earneſt of his final Blow. 
Thoſe Hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are they 


now? 


Pallid to Thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all drown'd 


In that great Deep, which nothing diſembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall Renown. 
The Reſt are on the Wing: how fleet their Flight! 
Already has the fatal Train took fire, 

A Moment, and the world's blown up fo thee; 
The Sun is Darkneſs, and the Stars are Duſt, 


Time paſſes like a Poſt : we nothing ſend 
But poor Bellerophon's expreſs; our Doom. 
"Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt Hours; 
And aſk them, what report they bore to Heaven; 
And how they might have born more welcome News. 


Their Anſwers form what Men Experience call; 


L If 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Sc. 63 
If W:i/dom's Friend, her beſt ; if not, worſt Foe. 
O reconcile them; kind Experience crys, 
ce There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
* The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain ; 
« And by Succeſs ars tutor'd to Deſpair.” 
Nor is it only thus, but mut be fo : 
Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is ſtill a Child. 
Looſe then from Earth the Graſp of fond Defire, 
Weigh Anchor, and ſome happier Clime explore, 


Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy Thoughts a ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Life's paſſing breath, blown up from Earth 
Light, as the Summer's duſt, we take in Air | 
A Moment's giddy flight, and fall again; 

Join the dull Maſs, increaſe the trodden Soil, 

And ſleep till Earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 
Since Then (as Emmets their ſmall World | ans 


We, ſore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl, 


And 
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And riſe to Fate extreme, of Foul or Fair, 

As Man's own Choice, Controuler of the Skies ! 
As Man's deſpotick Will, perhaps one Hour, 

(O how Omnipotent is Time!) decrees ; 


Should not each Warning give a ſtrong Alarm? 


Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred dead? 
Should not each Dial ſtrike us as we paſs, 
Portentous, as the written Wall, which ſtruck, 
O'er midnight Bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale, 
E'er while, high-fluſht with Inſolence, and Wine? 
Like That, the Dial ſpeaks; and points to thee 
Lorenzo ! loath to break the Banquet up. 

*© O Man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 

« And while it laſts, is emptier than my Shade.” 
Its filent Language, ſuch ; nor need'ſt thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 

Know; like the Median, Fate is in thy Walls: 
Doſt aſk, how ? whenc? 2 Belſhazzar-like amaz d? 
Man's 


* 


or, Night-Thoughts, &. 65 
Man's Make incloſes the ſure ſeeds of Death ; 
Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate! he thrives 


On her own Meal ; and then his Nurſe Devours, 


But, here, Lorenzo, the Deluſion lies; 
That Solar ſhadow, as it meaſures Life, 
It Life reſembles too: Life ſpeeds away 
From point to point, tho' ſeeming to ſtand ſtill: 
The cunning Fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth ; 
Too ſubtle is the Movement to be ſeen, 
Yet ſoon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our Danger, G nomons, Time; 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the Sun is ſet; 
So thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all : In Reaſon's eye, 
That Sedentary ſhadow travels hard: 


But ſuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, 


So prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
'Tis later with the Wiſe, than he's aware ; 
E * A Wil- 
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A Wilmington goes {lower than the Sun; 

And all mankind miſtake” their Time of Day; 
Even Age itſelf: Freſh Hopes are hourly ſown 
In furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Deſcent, 
We ſhut our eyes and think it is a Plain: 

We take fair days in Winter, for the Spring: 
We turn our Bleſſings into Bane : fince oft 
Man muſt compute that Age He cannot feel ; 
He ſcarce believes He's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateſt Eve, we keep in Store 
One Difapointment ſure, to crown the Reſt; 


The Diſapointment of a promis'd Hour. 


On This, or ander Philander | Thou 
Whoſe mind was Moral, as the Preachers tongue; 
And ſtrong, to wield all Science, worth the name; 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, 
And cool'd our Paſſions by the breezy ſtream ? 
How often thaw'd, and ſhortned Winter's Eve, 


By 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 67 
By Conflict kind, that ſtruck out latent Truth; 
Beſt found, fo ſought ; to the Recluſe more Coy ? 
Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the Lip; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up Nonſenſe for a Song ; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ! ſuch as Stains 
The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires; 
Chiming her Saints to Cytherea's Fane. 


Know'ſt thou, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains? 
As Bees mixt Nectar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHI P, Wiſdom and Delight; 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part they die. 

Haſt thou no Friend to ſet thy mind abroach ? 


Good Senſe will Stagnate : Thoughts ſhut up want 
Air, 
And ſpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 


Had Thought been All, ſweet Speech had been 
deny d; 
Speech, Thought's Canal! Speech, Thought's Crite- 


rion tOY. 


E 2 Thought, 


: 
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Thought, in the Mine, may come forth Gold or 


When coin'd in Word, we know its real word = 
If Sterling; ſtore it for thy future Uſe ; 

'T will buy thee Benefit; perhaps, Renown. 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt; 
Teaching, we learn; and giving, we retain 
The Births of Intellect; when dumb, forgot, 
Speech ventilates our Intellectual fire; 

Speech burniſhes our Mental Magazine: 
Brightens for Ornament; and whets for Ule : 
What Numbers, ſheath'd in Erudition he, 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 

Aud ruſted in ; who might have born an Edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to Speech; 
If born bleſt Heirs of half their Mother's tongue ? 


"Tis Thought's exchange, which like th' alternate 
| | Puſh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned Scum, 


And defecates the Students ſtanding Pool. 


In 


Or, Night-Thoughts, 8. 69 


In Contemplation is his proud Reſource? 
Tis poor, as proud, by Converſe unſuſtain'd ; 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation's Field; 
Converſe, the Menage, breaks it to the Bit 
Of due Reſtraint ; and Emulation's Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd. 

"Tis Converſe qualifies for Solitude; 

As Exerciſe, for Salutary Reſt. 

By That untutor'd, Contemplation raves 

A Lunar Prince, or famiſh'd Beggar dies ; 
And Nature's Fool, by Wiſdem's is outdone. 


Wiſdom, tho' richer than Peruvian Mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet Ambroſial Hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs ? 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 2 


6 


A melancholy Fool, without her Bells: 
Friendſbip the Means, and Friendſhip richly gives 
3 1 h Tie 


mg - . 2 — — * 

— — — LIES — —— — — — — 

o m_— yy v4 9 — — — 
— p — _ — — 2 


—— — — — — — ee FIR IS Sm — 
— — — — — — — — — - « 
1 — - — 


— 
— — ̃ K 2 — 


„ 
— — — E * 


3 


rr 
_ — —. 


— — 


— —, 
— — 
2 5 


— —E—᷑ᷣ— —— — — — Ag 


HM 
oy 
Ie 
i 
p45 
we 
1 
o il 
{07 
- 
7 
17 ; 
114157 
4 = + 
J : 
l : 
9 
. 
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The precious End, which makes our Wiſdom wiſe, 
Nature in Zeal for human Amity, 

Denies, or damps an undivided Toy : 

Joy is an Import; Joy is an Exchange; 

Joy flies Monopoliſts, It calls for TWO: 


Rich fruit! heaven-planted ! never pluckt by One. 


Needful Auxiliars are our Friends, to give 


To ſoci al man true reliſh of himſelf ; 

Full on ourſelves deſcending in a Line 
Plzajure's bright Beam, is feeble in delight; 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated Pleaſures fire the Breaſt, 
Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er the ſtoops 


To viſit Earth, One ſhrine the Goddeſs finds, 
And One alone, to make her ſweet amends 


For abſent Heaven, - the Boſom of a Friend; 


Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 


Each other's Pillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit; In Paſſon's Flame 
| Hearts 


Or, Night ⸗Thoughts, &c. 71 


Hearts melt; but melt like Ice, ſoon liavider froze, 
True Love ſtrikes root in Reaſon ; Paſſion's Foe : 
Nm. alone entenders us for Life: 

J wrong her much entenders us for ever. 

Of Friendſbips faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 

Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 

And, emulouſly, rapid in her Race, 

O the ſoft Enmity ! Endearing Strife 

Thas carrys Friendſhip to her noon-tide Point, 

And gives the Rivet of Eternity, 


From Friendſhip which outlives my Former themes, 
Glorious Survivor of old Time, and Death 4 
From Friendſhip, thus, that Flow'r of m 
The Wiſe extract Earth's-moſt Hyblean Bliſs, 
Superior Wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling Joy; 

For Joy, from Friendſhip born, abounds in Smilcs, 
O Store it in the Soul's moſt Golden Cell! 
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72 The COMPLAINT: 


But for whom bloſſoms this Elyſan Flower ? 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh it, at Home. 
Lorenzo pardon what my Love extorts, 

An honeſt Love, and not afraid to frown. 


Tho' choice of Follies faſten on the Great, 


None clings more obſtinate, than Fancy fond 


That ſacred Friendſhip is their eaſy prey; 
Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure ; 

Or Faſcination of a high-born Smile, 
Their Smiles the Great and the Coguet throw out 


For Others Hearts; Tenacious of their Own : 


And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the Bait. 


Ye fortune's Cofferers! Ye powers of Wealth 
You do your Rent-rolls moſt felonious wrong, 
By taking our Attachment to yourſelves, 

Can Gold gain Friendſhip ? Impudence of Hope! 
As well mecr Man an Angel might beget, 

Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love, 


* 


Lorenzo 


Or, Night-Thoughts, c. 73 
Lorenzo ! Pride repreſs ; ; nor hope to find 
A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 
All like the Purchaſe, few the price will pay ; 
Add this makes Friends ſuch Miracles below, 


What if (fince Daring on fo nice a Theme) 
I ſhew thee Friendſhip Delicate, as Dear; 
Of tender Violations apt to die? 
Reſerve will wound it; and Diſtruſt, deſtroy. 
Deliberate on all thin gs with thy Friend ; 
But fince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bough, 


Nor every Friend unrotten at the Core; 
Firſt, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyſelf - 

| Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the Choice, 
Nor Jealous of the Choſen : Fixing, Fix : 
Judge before Friendſhip , then confide till Death. 
Well, for thy Friend; but Nobler far for Thee; 
How Gallant danger for Earth's Higheſt prize ? 
A Friend is worth all hazard we can run, 


<« Poor 


74 The COMPLAINT: 


« Poor is the Friendleſs Maſter of a World: 
& A World in purchaſe for a Friend is Gain.” 


So ſung He (Angels hear that Angel fing ! 
Angels from Friendſhip gather Half their Joy.) 
So ſung Philander, as his Friend went round 


In the rich Jchor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 
A Brow ſolute, and ever-laughing Eye : 
He drank long Health, and Virtue to his Friend ; 

His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more 
Friendſbip's the Wine of Life but F riendſhip hs 
(Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 
O! for the bright Complexion, cordial Warmth, 


And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 


For twenty Summers ripening by my fide ; 

All Feculence of Falſhood long thrown down ; 
All Social Virtues riſing in his Soul ; 
As Cryſtal clear ; and ſmiling, as they riſe! 
Here 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 75 
Here Nectar flows; it ſparkles in our ſight; 
Rich to the Taſte, and genuine from the Heart. 
High- flavour'd Bliſs for Gods ! on Earth how rare? 
On Earth how loſt ? Philander is no more. 


Think'ft thou the Theme intoxicates my Song? 


Am I too warm ? Too warm I cannot be. 


I lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Like Birds, whoſe Beauties languiſh, half conceal'd» 
Till mounted on the Wing, their gloſſy Plumes 
Expanded ſhine with Azure, Green, and Gold; 
How Hleſſin gs brighten as they take their Flight ? 
His flight Philander took ; his Upward Flight, 

If ever Soul aſcended : Had he dropt, 

That Eagle Genius! O had he let fall 

One Feather as he flew ; I then, had wrote, 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear ; 
Rivals ſcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 


Yet what I can I muſt; It were profane 


To 


76 The COMPLAINT: 


To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 
And caſt in Shadows his illuſtrious Cloſe, 
Strange! the Theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 


Momentous moſt to Man, ſhou'd ſleep unſung ; 
And yet it ſleeps, by Genius unawak'd, 

Painim or Chriſtian ; to the Bluſh of Wit. 

Man's higheſt Triumph ! Man's profoundeſt Fall! 
The Deathbed of the Juſt ! is yet undrawn 

By mortal Hand; It merits a Divine: 

Angels ſhould paint it, Angels ever There ; 
There, on a Poſt of Honour, and of Joy. 


Dare 1 preſume, then? But Phzlander bids ; 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls---- | 
Yet am I ſtruck ; as ſtruck the Soul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenetrable Gloom ; 

Or, in ſome mighty Ruin's ſolemn ſhade ; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on highborn Duſt, 

In Vaults ; thin courts of poor Unflatter'd Kings! 
| | Or, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &. 77 
Or, at the midnight Altars hallow'd Flame. 
It is Religion to proceed: I pauſe — 
And enter aw'd the Temple of my Theme. 
Is it his Deathbed ? No; It is his Shrine; 
Bchold him, there, juſt riſing to a God. 


The Chamber where the Goodman meets his Fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common Walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the Verge of Heaven. 
Fly, ye Profane ! If not, draw near with awe, 
- Receive the Bleſſing, and adore the Chance, 
That threw in this Betheſda your Diſeaſe; 
If unreſtor'd by This, deſpair your Cure. 
For, Here, reſiſtleſs Demonſtration dwells ; 
A Death-Bed's a Detector of the Heart. 
Here tir'd Diſſimulation drops her Maſque, 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that Miſtreſs of the Scene 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
Vou ſee the Man; you ſee his Hold on Heaven: 

If 
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78 The COMPLAINT: 
If found his Virtue ; as Philander's ſound. 
Heaven waits not the laſt moment, owns her Friends 
On this Side Death ; and points them out to men, 
A Lecture, ſilent, but of ſovereign Power! 


To Vice, Confuſion; and to Virtue, Peace. 


Whatever Farce the boaſtful Hero plays, 
Virtue alone has Majeſty in Death; 

And greater ſtill, the more the Tyrant frowns, 
Philander ! He ſeverely frown'd on Thee. 

* No Warning given! Unceremonious Fate 

A ſuddain Ruſh from Life's meridian Joys! 

A Wrench from all we Love ! from all we are! 
A reſtleſs bed of Pain! a Plunge opaque 

« Beyond Conjecture! Feeble Nature's dread ! 

« Strong Reaſon's ſhudder at the dark Unknown! 
* A Sun extinguiſht ! a juſt opening Grave ! 
And oh! the laſt, laſt ; what? (can words expreſs? 
Thought reach? ) the laſt, laſt ——- Silence of a 


Friend!“ 


Where 


Or, Night Thoughts, S. 79 
Where are Thoſe Horrors? That Amazem ent, where? 
This hideous Group of Ills, which Aingiy ſhock, 

Demand from man ?--- I thought him Man till ov. 


Thro' Nature's wreck, thro' vanquiſht Agonies, 
Like the Stars ſtruggling thro' this Midnight Gloom, 
What gleams of Joy? what more than Human Peace? 
Where the frail Mortal? the poor abje& Worm? 
No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found. 

His Conduct is a Legacy for All, 

Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle Heir : 

His Comforters He comforts ; Great in Ruin, 
With unreluctant Grandeur, gives, not yeilds 

His Soul Sublime ; and cloſes with his Fate. 
How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene ? 
Whence, This brave Bound o'er limits fixt to Man ? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final Hour- 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God: 

Man's Glory Heaven vouchſafes to call her own. 


We 
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We gaze; we weep; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy ! 


Amazement Strikes! Devotion burſts to flame! 
_ Chriſtians Adore ! and Infidels Believe. 


As ſome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow, 
Detains the Sun, IIluſtrious from its Height; 
While riſing Vapours, and deſcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darkneſs drown the * 
Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Deſpair, 
Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his Head, 

At that Black Hour, which general Horror ſheds 
On the low Level of th' Inglorious Throng : 
Sweet Peace, and Heavenly Hope, and humble Toy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted Soul 3 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the Skies, 
With incommunicable Luſtre, Bright. 


Lorenzo] ſuch the Goodman's Miſery ! 
How dim the Ray, the Luſtre, now, how pale 


Or, Might Thoughts, &c. | 81 
Of tarniſht Pageantrys, of wither'd Joy, 
Of beggar'd Opulence, diſgrac'd Renown, 
Deep-darken'd Empire, Conqueſt overcome ? 
Envy's bright Buts! the Pant of every Breaſt ! 
Envy ! the greateſt Ideot of all Crimes ! 
Who pains herſelf for That, wou'd pain her more; 
Is there on Earth what can abſolve her ? Yes ; 
One radiant Mark; the Deathbed of the Juſt : 
That Gaze of Angels! That glad Fame of Heaven! 
That Joy to Joy Celeſtial ! --- O my Soul! 
Bleſt, raviſht with this Providential Scene! 
Heaven plans her gracious Stratagems for All. 
A Scene ſo ſtrong to ſtrike, fo ſweet to charm, 
80 Great to raiſe, ſo Heavenly to inſpire, 
So Solid to ſupport fair Virtue's Throne, 
What Tranſport Thine, to ſee? what Zeal to ſing? 
Sing Firſt, and ſend it thro' the Souls of men? 
And ſent thro' Their's with eaſe, if from our own, 
Nor haſt Thou Sung in vain : Philander hears, 


F Lorenza 
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Lorenzo feels, thy Song. Lorenzo feels, 
Or He, and not Ph lander, is the Dead. 
Life, take thy Chance; But Oh for ſuch an End! 
There point, My wiſhes! center There; and burn. 


Smile you, ye poor Dependents on a Pulſe! 
A Pulſe, your falient God! as that decrees, 
Pleaſur'd, or Pain'd ; Exalted, or Forlorn ?---- 
Smile on ; and prove your Miſery by your Smiles. 
As Smiles miſtaken, what Tear half ſo ſad? 
Is it your Pride? Wou'd you be prais'd for This? 
Scorn'd be the man, who thinks himſelf a Brute ; 
Affronts his Species; and his God blaſphemes; 
Vile Laugher ! at whom Pity cannot laugh; 
Scorner of All, but what deſerves kis Scorn ! 
Who thinks it is Ingenious to be Mad, 
And 1s quite Fool enough to be a Wit, 


Wits ſpare not Heaven, O Wilmington !---norThee. 


NIGHT 


NIGHT Tue THIRD. 


NARCISS 2. 


Humbly inſcrib'd to her GR AC E 


The Dutcheſs of P 


Ignoſcenda quidem, ſcirent fi ignoſcere Manes. 
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COMPLAINT. 
NIGHT the THIRD. 


ROM Dreams, where Thought in Fan- 
TY cy's maze runs mad. 
To Reafon, that Heav'n-lighted Lamp in 

| ; Man, 
Once more I wake; and at the Deſtin'd 


| | hour 
Punctual as Lovers to the moment ſworn, 


I keep my Aſſignation with my Woe. 


O! Loſt to Virtue, Loſt to manly Thought, 
Loſt to the noble Sallies of the Soul 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone, 
F 3 
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Communion Sweet ! Communion large, and High ! 
Our Reaſon ; Guardian Angel ; and our God ! 
Then neareſt Theſe, when Others moſt Remote ; 
And All, ere long, ſhall be remote, but Theſe. 
How dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 

A Stranger! Unacknowledg'd ! Unapprov'd ! 

New woo them; wed them ; bind them to thy 
To win thy Wiſh, Creation has no more, . 
Or if we wiſh a Fourth, it is a Friend; 


But Friends, how mortal? Dangerous the Deſire, 


Alone indeed, the Baniſht from Himſelf, 

By Day's Intruſions loud, and rude Aſſaults, 

A tide of Tumult, and a Storm of Tongues, 

Take Phæbus to yourſelves, ye baſking Bards ! 

incbriate at fair Fortune's fountain-head ; 

And reeling thro' the wilderneſs of Joy; 

Where Senſe runs ſavage, broke from Reaſon's chain, 

And ſings falſe Peace, till ſmother'd by the Pall. 
My 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. "op 
My Fortune is unlike ; unlike, my Song; 
Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 
I to Day's ſoft· ey d Siſter pay my Court, 
(Endymion's Rival!) and her aid implore ; 
Now firſt implor'd in ſuccour to the Muſe. 


Thou, who didſt lately borrow * Cyntbia's form, 
Aud modeſtly foregoe thine Own ! O Thou 
Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight Hours inſpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia Patroneſs of Song? 
As Thou her, Creſcent, ſhe thy Character 
Aſſumes ; ſtill more a Goddeſs by the Change, 


Are there demuring Wits, who dare diſpute 
This Revolution in the World inſhir d? 
Ye Train Pierian ! to the Lunar Sphere, 
In ſilent Hour, addreſs your ardent Call 
For aid Immortal ; Leſs her Brother's Right. 


* At the Duke of Norfo/t's Maſquerade. 
F 4 She, 
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| She, with there Spheres Harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy Dance, and hears their matchleſs Strain, 
A Strain for Gods! Deny'd to mortal Ear! 
Tranſmit it heard, Thou Silver Queen of Heaven! 
What Title, or what Name endears thee more ? 
Cynthia ! Cilene ! Phebe 1----or doſt hear 

With higher guſt, fair P. -- d of the Skies? 

Is that the ſoft Enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come; but from Heavenly Banquets with thee bring 
The Soul of Song; and whiſper in mine car 
The Theft divine; or in propitious Dreams, 

(For Dreams are Thine) transfuſe it thro' the breaſt 
Of thy firſt Votary ;----But not thy laſt Laſt ; 
If, like thy Nameſake, Thou art ever Kind. 


And Kind Thou wilt be; Kind on ſuch a Theme; 
A Theme fo like thee, a quite Lunar Theme, 
Soit, modeſt, melancholy , female, fair ! 


A Theme 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Se. 45 
A Theme that roſe all-pale, and told my ſoul, 
"Twas Night; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night! 
A Night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 


Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 
Narciſſa follows, &er His tomb is clos'd. 


Woes cluſter ; rare are ſolitary Woes; 
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They love a Train: they tread each other's Heel: 


Her Death invades His mournful right, and claims 


— 


The Grief that ſtarted from my Lids for Him: 
Seizes the faithleſs, alienated Tear, 

Or ſhares it, e' er It falls. So frequent Death, 

Sorrow, He more than cauſes, He confounds; 


For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend, 


And make Diſtreſs, Diſtraction, Oh Philanger ! 


TTC 


What was thy Fate? A double Fate to me; 
Portent, and Pain! a Menace, and a Blow! _— 
Like the black Raven hov'ring o'er my Peace, | 
Not leſs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. | 
It call'd Narciſſa long before her Hour; 
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It call'd her tender Soul, by Break of bliſs, 
From the firſt Bloſſom, from the Buds of Joy; 
Thoſe Few, our noxious Fate unblaſted leaves, 


In this inclement Clime of human life, 


Sweet Harmoniſt ! and Beautiful as ſweet! 
And young as beautiful ! and Soſt as young! 
And Gay as ſoft! and Innocent as gay! 

And Happy (if aught Happy here) as Good! 
For Fortune fond had built her neſt on High: 
Like Birds quite exquiſite of note and Plume, 
Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark) 
How from the Summit of the Grove ſhe fell, 
And left it Unharmonious? All its Charm 
Extinguiſht in the Wonders of her Song ! 

Her Song ſtill vibrates in my raviſht Ear, 

Still melting There, and with voluptuous Pain 


(O to forget her !) trilling thro' my Heart ! 


Song, 


Or 5 Night-Th oughts, Sc . | 91 


Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this Group 
Of bright Ideas, Flowers of Paradiſe 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze. we bind, 
Kneel, and preſent it to the Skies; as All 


We gueſs of Heaven : And theſe were all her Own : 


And ſhe was mine; and I was---was moſt bleſt,--- 


Gay Title of the deepeſt Miſery ! 

As bodies grow more pond'rous, rob'd of Life; 
Good loſt weighs more in Grief, than Gain'd, in Joy. 
Like bloſſom'd Trees o'erturn'd by vernal Storm 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; 

And if in Death ſtill lovely, Lovelier There; 
Far lovelier ! Pity ſwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excuſe a Sigh ? 

Scorn the proud Man that is aſham'd to weep ; 
Our Tears indulg'd indeed deſerve our Shame. 
ve that e're loſt an Angel! pity me. 


Soon 
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Soon as the Luſtre languiſht, in her Eye, 
Daw ning a dimer Day on Human Sight; 


And on her Cheek, the Reſidence of Spring, 


Pale Omen ſate; and ſcatter'd Fears around 


On all that ſaw, (and who could ceaſe to gaze 


That once had ſeen ? ) with haſte, parental haſte, 
I flew, I ſnatcht her from the rigid North, | 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 


And bore her nearer to the Sun; the Sun 
(As if the Sun cou'd envy) checkt his Beam, 


Deny'd his wonted Succour, nor with more 
Regret, beheld her drooping, than the Bells 
Of Lilies; Faireſt Lilies! not ſo fair. 


Queen Lilies! and ye painted Populace l 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambroſial lives; 
In morn, and ev'ning Dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the Sun ; which gives your Cheeks to glow, 
And 


o-, Night-Thoughts, . 93 
And out- bluſh (mine excepted) every Fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 


Which often cropt your Odors, Incenſe meet 
To Thought ſo pure; her flow'ry State of Mind 
In Joy unfaln : Ye lovely. Fugitives! 


Coæval race with man! for man you ſmile; 


Why not Smile at him too? Vou ſhare indeed 
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His ſuddain Paſs ; but not his conſtant Pain, | 
So man is made, nought miniſters delight, | 
But what: his glowing Paſſions: can engage; | 
And glowing. Paſſions bent on aught Below, | 
Muſt, ſoon or late, with Anguiſh turn the Scale 
And Anguith after Rapture, how ſevere ?' | 
Rapture? bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 6 
By plucking Fruit deny d to mortal Taſte, 
While Here preſuming on the Rights of Heaven. 
For Tranſport doſt Thou call on every Hour, 


Lorenzo? At thy Friends expence be wiſe; 
Lean not on Earth; *twill pierce thee to the Heart ; 


A broken 


94 The COMPLAINT: 
A broken Reed, at beſt ; but, oft, a ſpear ; 


On its ſharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 


Turn, hopeleſs Thought! turn from Her : 
Thought repell'd, 


* 


Reſenting rallies, and wakes every W 
Snatch'd e' er thy Prime! and in thy bridal Hour ! 
And when kind Fortune, with thy Lover, ſmil'd ! 
And when high-flavour'd thy freſh-op'ning Joys ! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs compleat ! 
And on a Foreign Shore ! Where Strangers wept ! 
Strangers to Thee, and more ſurprizing ſtill, 
Strangers to Kindneſs, wept: Their eyes let fall 


Inhuman Tears; ftrange tears! that trickled down 


From marble Hearts! obdurate Tenderneſs ! 


A Tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere, 

In Spight of Nature's ſoft Perſuaſion Steel'd : 
White Nature melted, Superſtition rav'd ; 

That, mourn'd the Dead; and This deny'd a Grave. 
Their 


or, Night-Thoughts, Scr. 99 


Their Sighs incenſt; Sighs foreign to the Will! 
Their Will the Tyger ſuckt, outrag'd the Storm: 
For oh! the curſt Ungodlineſs of Zeal ! 

While /rful Fleſh relented, Spirit nurſt 

In blind Infallibility's embrace, 

The Sainted Spirit petrify'd the breaſt : 

Deny'd the Charity of Duſt, to ſpread 

O'er Duſt! a charity their Dogs enjoy. 

What cou'd I do? what Succour ? what Reſource ? 
With pious Sacrilege, a Grave I ſtole; 

With impious Piety, that Grave I wrong'd; 


Short in my Duty; Coward in my Grief ! 


More like her Murderer, than Friend, 1 crept, 
With ſoft-ſuſpended Step, and muffled deep 

In midnight Darkneſs, 70hiſper'd my Laſt Sigh. 

I whifper'd what ſhou'd echo thro' their realms ; 
Nor writ her Name, whoſe tomb ſhou'd pierce ths 
Prefumptuous Fear! How durſt I dread her Foes, 


While 
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While Nature's loudeſt Dictates I obey'd ? 
Pardon Neceſſity, Bleſt Shade ! Of Grief, 
Ard Indignation rival burſts I pour'd ; 
Half-execration mingled with my Pray'r ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; 
Sore-grudg'd the Savage land her Sacred Duſt ; 
Stampt the curſt Seil; and with Humanity, 
(Deny'd Naroiſſa,) wiſht them All a Grave, 


- Glows my Reſentment into Guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal Violations of the Dead ? 
'The Dead how Sacred ? Sacred is the Duſt 

Of this Heavenelabour'd form, erect, divine! 
This Heaven- aſſum'd majeſtic robe of Earth, 

He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt Expanſe 
With Azure bright, and cloath'd the Sun in Gold, 
When every Paſſion ſleeps that can offend ; 


When Strikes us every Motive that can melt ; 


When man can reek his rancour uncontrould, 
That 


Or, Might Thoughts, Ge. 97 
That ſtrongeſt Curb on Inſult and Ill-will; 
Then, ſpleen to Duſt? the Duſt of Innocence? 
An Angel's Duſt l. -This Lucifer tranſcends; 
When He contended for the Patriarch's bones, 
"Tas not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride; 
The Strife of Pontif Pride, not Pontif Gall, 


Far leſs than This is ſhocking in a Race 
Moſt wretched, but from Streams of mutual Love; 
And Uncreated, but for love Divine ; | 
And but for love Divine, this Moment, loſt, 
By Fate reſorb'd, and ſunk in endleſs Night. 
Man hard of Heart to man ! Of horrid things 
Moſt horrid | Mid ſtupendous, bighly ſtrange! 
Vet oft his Courteſies are ſmoother Wrongs; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, 
And contumelious his Humanity: 
What then his Vengeance? Hear it not, ye Stars! 


And thou, pale Moon! turn paler at the Sound; 


G Man 
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Man is to Man the ſoreſt, ſureſt Ill. 

A previous Blaſt foretells the riſing Storm; 
O'erwhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcano's bellow ere they diſembogue ; 


Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 


Aud Smoak betrays the wide-conſuming Fire : 


Ruin from Man is moſt conccal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful Tidings in the Blow. 

Js this the Flight of Fancy? Would it were! 
Heaven's Sovereign faves all Beings but Himſelf, 


That hidcous Sight, a naked human Heart, 


Fir'd is the Muſe ? and let the Muſe be fir'd : 
Who not inflam'd, when what He ſpeaks, he feels, 
And in the Nerve moſt tender, in his Friends? 
Shame to Mankind! Philander had his Foes : 
He felt the Truths I fing, and I in Hun : 

But he, nor I, feel more, Paſt Ills, Narciſſa! 


Are ſunk in Thee: Thou recent wound of Heart |! 


Which 


Or, Night- Thoughts, &c. 99. 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs; 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous Ills that ſwarm'd 
O'er thy diſtinguiſht Fate, and cluſt'ring There 
Thick as the Locuſt on the land of Ni, 
Made Death more deadly, and more dark the Grave, 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching Tale) 
How was each Circumſtance with Aſpics 2rm'd ? 
An Aſpic, Each; and All, an Hydra-W oe. 
What ſtrong Herculean Virtue could ſuffice?— 
Or is it Virtue to be conquer'd Here ? 
This hoary Cheek a Train of Tears bedews, 
And each tear mourns its own diſtinct diſtreſs ; 
And each Diſtreſs diſtinctly mourn'd, demands 
Of Grief till more, as heighten'd by the Whole, 
A Grief like hi Proprietors excludes ; 
Not Friends alone ſuch Obſequies deplore, 
They make Mankind the Mourner ; carry Sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her Way, 


G 2 And 
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And turn the gayeſt 'Thought of gayeſt Age, 
Down their right Channel, thro the Vale of Death. 


The Vale of Death! That huſht Cimmerian Vale, 
Where Darkneſs brooding o'er Unfiniſht Fates, 
With Raven wing incumbent, waits the Day 
(Dread Day!) that interdicts all future Change. 
That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruin! 
Fit Walk, Lorenzo, for proud human Thought! 
There let my Thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balſamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, Here. 
For gay Lyrenzo's ſake, and for thine own, 

My Soul! © The Fruits of Dying Friends ſurvey ; - 
*© Expoſe the Vain of Life; weigh Life and Death; 
„Give Death his Eulogy ; Thy Fear ſubdue ; 
And labour that Firſt Palm of noble Minds, 


« A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb.” 


This 


A 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 101 


This Harveſt reap from thy Narciſ/a's Grave. 

As Poets feign'd from Ajax ſtreaming blood 

Aroſe, with Grief inſcrib'd, a mournful Flow'r; 

Let Wiſdom bloſſom from my mortal Wound. 
And fir ſt, of Dying Friends; what Fruit from Theſe? 

Rich Fruit this Tempeſt in our Boſom throws, 

Few Minds will gather in our Life's Serene : 

It brings us more than Triple Aid ; an Aid 

To chace our Thoughtleſineſs, Fear, Pride, and Guilt, 


Our dying Friends come o'er us like a Cloud, 
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To damp our brainleſs Ardors; and abate 

That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wile. 
Our dying Friends are Pioneers, to ſmooth 
Our rugged Paſs to Death; to break thoſe Bars 


Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
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Crofts our obſtructed way; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as Safe, our Port from every Storm, 
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Each Friend by Fate ſnatcht from us, is a Plume 
Pluckt from the wing of human Vanity, 

Which makes us ſtoop from our aërial Heights, 
And dampt with Omen of our own Deceaſe, 

On drooping pinions of Ambition lower'd, 

Juſt ſkim Earth's Surface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid Pride to ſcratch a little Duſt, 

And fave the World a Nuſance, Smitten Friends 
Are Angels ſent on Errands full of Love; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they die : 

And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die in vain? 
Ungrateful ſhall we grieve their hov'ring Shades, 
Which wait the Reyolution in our Hearts ? 

Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft Addreſs ; 


Their poſthumous Advice, and pious Prayer ? 


Senſeleſs, as Herds that graze their hallow'd Graves, 
Tread under foot their Agonies and Groans ; 


Fruſtrate their Anguiſh, and deſtroy their Deaths ? 


Lorenzo ! 


or, Night ⸗ Thoughts, &c. 03 


Lorenzo ! no; the Thought of Death indulge; 
Give it its wholſome Empire, let It reign, 
That Kind Chaſtiſer of the Soul to Joy 
Its reign will ſpread thy glorious Conqueſts far, 
And ſtill the Tumults of thy ruffled breaſt ; 
Auſpicious ra! Golden Days begin 
The Thought of Death, ſhall, like a God, inſpire. 
And why not think on Death? Is Life the Theme 
Of every Thought? and With of every Hour? 
And Song of every Joy? Surpriſing Truth! 
The beaten Spaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange. 
To wave the numerous Is that ſeize on Life 
As their own Property, their lawful prey j 
Ere man has meaſured half his weary Stage, 
His Luxuries have left him no reſerve, 
No maiden Reliſhes, unbroacht Delights ; 
On cold-ferv'd Repetitions He ſubſiſts, 
And in the taſtleſs Preſent chaws the Paſt ; 
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Diſguſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow down. 
Like laviſh Anceſtors, his earlier Years 

Have diſinherited his future Hours, 

Which ſtarye on Oughts, and glean their former Field, 


Live ever Here, Lorenzo ! ſhocking Thought ! 
80 ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it, too; 
Diſown from ſhame, what they from Folly crave, 
Live ever in the Womb, nor ſee the Light 135 
For what live ever Here? With Jabouring Step 
To tread out former Footſteps ? Pace the Round 
Eternal ? To climb daily Life's worn wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat, 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretched day 
The Former mock ; To ſurfeit on the Same, 

And yawn our Joys ? or thank a Miſery 

For Change, tho' fad To ſee what we have ſeen ? 
Hear, till unheard the fame old Slobber'd Tale? 
To taſte the taſted, and at each return 

- Leſs 


Or, Might ⸗Thoughts, &c. 105 
Leſs taſtful ? O' er our Palates to decant 
Another Vintage ? ſtrain a flatter year, 
Thro loaded Veſſels, and a laxer Tone? 
Crazy Machines to grind Earth's waſted Fruits! 
Ill-ground, and worſe concocted; Load, not Life! 
The Rational foul Kennels of Exceſs ! 
Still-ſtreaming Thorough-fairs of dull Debauch ! 


Trembling each Gulph, leſt Death ſhould ſnatch the 
| Bowl. 


Such of our Fine Ones is the Wiſh refin'd ! 
So would they have it : Elegant Deſire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing Stalls,, and Wilds 7 
But ſuch Examples might their riot awe. 
Thro' want of Virtue, that is, want of Thought, 
(Tho' on bright Thought they father all their Flights) 
To what are they reduc'd? to love, and hate 
The fame vain World ; to cenſure, and eſpouſc 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 
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Thro' dread of Worſe; To cling to this rude Rock, 
Barren, 70 them, of Good, and Sharp with IIls, 
And hourly Blacken'd with impending Storms, 
And Infamous for wrecks of human Hope,---- 
Scar'd at the gloomy Gulph that yawns Beneath, 
Such are their Triumphs! ! Such their Pangs of Joy ! 


Tis Time, high Time to ſhift this diſmal Scene, 
This hugg'd, this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 
One only ; but that One, what All may reach ; 
Virtue,.----She, wonder-working Goddeſs ! charms, 
That Rock to bloom; and tames the painted Shrew ; 
And what will more ſurprize, Lorenzo! gives 
To Life's fick, nauſeous Iteration, Change; 

And ſtraitens Nature's Circle to a Line. 
Believ'ſt Thou This, Lorenzo? Lend an Ear, 
A patient ear, 'Thou'lt bluſh to Diſpelieve. 


A languid, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 


A languid, leaden Iteration reigns, 


And ever muſt o'er Thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 
Of Sight, Smell, Taſte : The Cuckow-feaſons ſing 


The ſame dull Note to ſuch as nothing prize, 
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But what thoſe Seaſons, from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Senſe indulge ; But nobler Minds 
Which reliſh Fruits unripen'd by the Sun, 


Make their Days various; various as the Dies 


— — — 


1 
2 
„ 


e — * 
ES 


r 
ern. <* 
2 du P 2 28 


i F > hs oe 
P 
——__ — 


„ _ — 
K Ng 
hs * of 

Tn 
= 


N 2 
* yp op N 
CW Leer rnd” 
Yo 
- * * a” C J 
* 3 
— — ——— — 


22 7 
3 I. 


" 2 — * > l —. SO Ro : 2 8 SE 2 64.” _—_ PAC LO” as” ed Kee IPL WT. r — . 5 
— 2 : 8 a 2 a . l : * * FIG r — — — 4 — : - 
. oo er oro ir are dd. renner em d ocean  enemS or nora 87 . i= =- 1 ens . j 
> F 8 — . y y 
2 *. = — 22 1 D A I 4 > * 5 
»* 208... D = RN: "> ef 2.42 <4 tres , * . — p y 5 . 
— 3 s IVY „ 5 — be =. F — * . > 4 = — 5 — — — ; - — — -- — — 
+ od 4 8 << - —— * 2 * — op to. * „ . „ e at —— 23 —— 77 — 
_ of CREE OY SS ny fe = 2 2 S ** PPE: — fi one 4 . — A — . * 5 1 5 ky 
- e * * * 11 . Ee be ri ine ee DE 2 
= 7 - - 1 = ». + — i -— = * 
5 2 4 1 3 K x 
= : — 2 - - — = N r » ; are. = $65 — 403 
- „ . PR — 1 = 2 . Dr . — 4 \ fa - . md» canes ary +. 5, 2 4 = : * Eg PER G 
- _ 8 = 3 ii r —_— -r — ” — 8 — — th ce — — 
— gg 


On the Dove's Neck, which wanton in His rays. 

On Minds of Dove-like innocence poſleſt, 

On lightned Minds that baſk in Virtue's beams, 

Nothing hangs Tedious, nothing Old revolves, 

In That, for which they long; for which they live. 

Their glorious Efforts wing'd with Heavenly Hope, 

Each riſing Morning ſees ſtill higher rife ; 

Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty preſents 5 

To worth maturing, new Strength, Luſtre, Fame; 

While Nature's Circle, like a Chariot wheel 
Rowlin g 


108 The COMPLAINT: 
Rowling beneath their elevated Aims, 

Makes their fair Proſpect, fairer every Hour; 
Advancing Virtue, in a Line to Bliſs : 

Virtue, which Chriſtian Motives beſt inſpire ! 
And Bliſs, which Chriſtian Schemes alone enſure. 


And ſhall we then, for Virtue's ſake, commence 
Apoſtates ? and turn Infidels for Joy? 
A Truth it is, Few doubt, but F ewer truſt, - 
* He ſins againſt /his Life, who lights the next.“ 
What is this Life? How Few their Fay'rite know ? 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
By paſſionately loving Life, we make 
Lov'd Life unlovely ; Hugging her to Death. 
We give to Time Eternity's Regard ; 
And dreaming take our Paſſage for our Port. 
Life has no Value as an End, but Means ; 
An End deplorable ! a Means divine 


When' tis our All; tis Nothing; worſe than Nought; 


A Nett 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 109. 


A Neſt of Pains : when held as Nothing, Much . 


Like ſome fair Humouriſts, Life is moſt enjoy'd, 


When courted leaſt; moſt worth, when diſeſteem'd; 


Then 'tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace; 

In Proſpect, richer far; Important! Awful! 
Not to be mention d but with Shouts of Praiſe! 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy ! 
The mighty Baſis of eternal Bliſs! 


Where now the Barren Rock? the painted Shrew ? bs 


Where now Lorenzo! Life's eternal Round? 

Have I not made my triple Promiſe good ? 

Vain is the World, but only to the Vain. 
To what compare we then this varying Scene, 
Whoſe Worth ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 
Waxes and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 
Aſſiſts me Here) Compare it to the Moon; 

Dark in herſelf, and Indigent : but Rich 

In borrow'd Luſtre from a higher Sphere: 
; When 
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When groſs Guilt interpoſes, Labouring Earth 
O'erſhadow'd mourns a deep Eclipſe of Joy; 


Her Joys at brighteſt pallid, to that Font 


Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. 


Nor is that Glory diſtant: Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good Man and an Angel! Theſe between 
How thin the barrier? What divides their Fate? 
Perhaps a Moment, or perhaps a Year ; 
Or if an Age, it is a moment ſtill; 
A moment, or Eternity's forgot : 
Then Be, what once they were, who now are Gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies, 


Starts timid Nature at the gloomy Paſs ? 
The ſoft Tranſition call it; and be chear'd; 


Such It is often, and why not to Thee ? 


To hope the Beſt is Pious, Brave, and Wiſe, 
And may Itſelf procure, what It preſumes, 
Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd ; 


Compare 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 111 
Compare the Rivals, and the Kinder crown, 
Strange Competition True Lorenzo / Strange 


So Little Liſe can caſt into the Scale. 


Lie makes the Soul Dependant on the Duſt; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the Spheres : 
Thro Chinks, ſtyl'd Organs, dim Lyfe peeps at light; 
Death burſts th Involving Cloud, and all is Day: 
All Eve, all Ear, the diſembody'd Power. 

Death has feign'd Evils, Nature ſhall not feel ; 
Life, Ills ſubſtantial, Wiſdom cannot ſhun : 

Is not the mighty Mind, that Son of Heaven ! 
By Tyrant Life dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd? 
By Death enlarg'd, ennobled, Deify d:? 

Death but entombs the Body ; Life the Soul. 


© Is Death then Guiltleſs? How He marks his 

Way 

© With dreadful Waſte of what deſerves to ine? 
Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Pow'r ! 


« With 


No Bliſs has Liſe to boaſt, till Death can give 
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6 With various Luſtres Theſe light up the World, 
* Which Death puts out and darkens human Race,” 
I grant, Lorenzo ! this Indictment juſt : 

The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror ! 
Death humbles Theſe ; more barbarous Life, the 
Lie is the Triumph of our mouldering Clay 1 | 
Death, of the Spirit Infinite ! Divine ? 

Death has no dread but what frail Life imparts ; 


Nor Lzfe true Joy, but what kind Death improves. 


Far greater; Life's a Debtor to the Grave, 


Dark Lattice ! letting in Eternal Day. 


Lorenzo! bluſh at Fondneſs for a Life, 
. hich ſends celeſtial Souls on errands vile, 
To cater for the Senſe ; and ſerve at Boards, 
Where every Ranger of the Wilds, perhaps, 
Each Reptile juſtly claims our upper Hand ; 
Luxurious Feaſt ! a Soul, a Soul immortal, 


In 


Oy, Night-Thoights, Se. 113 
In all the Dainties of a Brute bemir'd! 
Lorenzo ! bluſh at Terror for a Death, 
Which gives thee to repoſe in feſtive Bowers, 
Where Nectars ſparkle, Angels miniſter, 
And more than Angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 
And enternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burſts of Bliſs. 
O Feaſt indeed Luxurious! Earth, vile Earth! 
In all the Glories of a God array'd ; 
And beaming inextinguiſhable Bliſß. 
What need I more? O Death, the Palm is thine, 


Then welcome, Death ! thy dreaded Harbingers 
Age, and Diſeaſe; Diſeaſe, tho' long my Gueſt; 
That plucks my Nerves, thoſe tender Strings of Life, 
Which pluckt a little more, will toll the Bell 
That calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; 

Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear, 
While Reaſon and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his tomb 
* Wich 
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114 The COMPLAINT: 
With wreath triumphant. Death is Victory; 
It binds in chains the raging Ills of Life : 


Luft and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 


Dragg'd at his chariot wheel, applaud his Power. 


That Ills corroſive, Cares importunate, 
Are not Immortal too, O Death! is Thine. 


Our Day of Diſſolution ?---Name it right; 

Tis our great Pay-day ; Tis our Harveſt, rich 
And ripe ; what tho' the Sickle, ſometimes keen, 
Juſt ſcars us, as we reap the the golden Grain, 
More than thy Balm, O Gilead ! heals the Wound, 
Birth's feeble Cry, and Deat#'s deep diſmal Groan, 
Are ſlender Tributes low-taxt Nature pays, 


For mighty Gain: The Gain of each, a Life! 


But O, the Laſt the Former ſo tuned 
Lie dies, Compar'd : Life lives beyond the Grave. 


And feel I, Death ! no joy from thought of Thee? 
Death, the great Counſellor, who Man inſpires, 


With 


- Or, Night-Thoughts, &c; rg 
With every nobler Thought, and fairer Deed 
Death, the Deliverer, who reſcues man! 
Death, the Rewarder, who the reſcued crowns 1 
Death, that abſolves my Birth, a curſe without it 
Rich Death, that realizes all my Cares, 
Toils, Virtues, Hopes ; without it, a Chimera ! 
Death, of all Pain the Period, not of Joy ; 
Joy's Source, and Subject, till ſubſiſt unhurt, 
One in my Soul; and One, in her great Sire, 
Tho' the four Winds were warring for my Duſt. 
Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, and central Night, 
Tho priſon'd there, my Duſt too I reclaim, 
( To Duſt when drop proud Nature's nan 
And live Entire. Death is the Crown of Life; 
Was Death deny'd, poor Man would live in vain ; 
Was Death deny'd, to live would not be lite ; 
Was Death deny'd, even Fools would wiſh to die. 
Death wounds, to cure : We tall; we riſe ; we reign} 


Spring from our Fetters ; faſten in the Skies; 


2 Where 
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116 Te COMPLAINT, Gr. 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight 5 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt. 

This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 
When ſhall I die to Vanity, Pain, Death? 
When ſhall I die? ----When ſhall I live for ever ? 
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D Thine Ear is patient of a ſerious Song, 
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How deep implanted in the Breaſt of Man 
The Dread of Death? I ſing its ſov'reign Cure. 
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Why ſtart at Death ? Where is he ? Death arriv'd, 
Is paſt ; not come, or gone, He's never Here. 
Eber Hope, Senſation fails; Black-boding Man 


Recetves, not ſuffers Death's tremendous Blow. 
H4 The 


120 The COMPLAINT: 


The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darkneſs, and the Worm ; 
Theſe are the Bugbears of a Winter's Eve, 

The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 


Tmagination's Fool, and Error's Wretch, 


Man makes a Death, which Nature never made; 


Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls; 


And feels a thouſand Deaths, in fearing one. 


But was Death frightful, what has Age to fear ? 
If prudent, Age ſhould meet the friendly Foe, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable Gloom. 

I ſcarce can meet a Monument, but holds 

My Younger ; every Date, cries---** Come away.” 
And what recalls me? look the World around, 
And tell me what: the Wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give this Thought 
Full range, on juſt Difke's unbounded Field; 
Of Things, the Vanity; of Men, the Flaws 


Flaws 


Or, Night ⸗Thoughts, &c. 127 
Flaws in the Be; the Many, Flaw all o'er, 
As Leopards ſpotted, or as Athiops, dark; 
Vivacious Il; Good dying immature; 
(How immature, Narciſ/a's Marble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endleſs Pain ; 
His Heart, tho' bold, would ſicken at the Sight, 


And ſpend itſelf in Sighs, for future Scenes, 


But grant to Life (and juſt it is to grant 
To lucky Life) ſome Perquiſites of Joy; 
A Time there is, when like a thrice-told Tale, 
And that of no great Moment, or Delight, 
Long-rifled Life of Sweet can yeild no more, 
But from our Comment on the Comedy, 


Pleaſing Reflections on Parts well-ſuſtain'd, 


Or purpos'd Emendations where we fail'd, 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 


When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unwbe, 


Toſs 


122 The COMPLAINT: 
Toſs Fortune back her Tinſel, and her Plume, 
And drop this Maſk of Fleſh behind the Scene, 


With me, that Time is come ; my World is dead ; 
A new World rites, and new Manners reign : 
Foreign Comedians, a ſpruce Band! arrive, 


Io puſh me from the Scene, or hiſs me there. 


What a pert Race ſtarts up ? the Strangers gaze, 
And I at them; my Neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that the worſt; ah me ! the dire Effect 
Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long ; 

Of old ſo gracious, (and let that ſuffice) 

My very Maſter knows me not.— 


Shall I dare ſay, Peculiar is the Fate? 
I've been ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 


An Object ever preſſing dims the Sight, 


And hides behind its Ardor to be ſeen: 
When in his Courtiers Ears 1 pour my Plaint, 
They 


Or, Might ⸗ Thoughts, Sc. 123 
They drink it, as the Nectar of the Great; 
And ſqueeze my Hand, and beg me come to-morrow ; 


Refuſal ! canſt thou wear a ſmoother Form ? 
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Indulge me, nor conceive, I drop my Theme, 
Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death ; 
Twice- told the Period ſpent on ſtubborn Troy, 
Court-Favour, yet -untaken, I beſiege; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 

Alas! Ambition makes my Little, leſs ; 

Imbittering the Poſſeſs d: Why wiſh for more? 

Wiſhing, of all Employments is the worſt ; 

Philoſophy's Reverſe ! and Health's Decay 

Was I as plump, as ſtall'd Theology, 

Wiſhing would waſte me to this Shade again, 

Was I as wealthy as a South-Sea Dream, 

Wiſhing is an Expedient to be poor. 

Wiſhing, that conſtant Hef#ick of a Fool; 
Caught 
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124 The COMPLAINT: 
| Caught at a Court, purg'd off by purer Air, 
And ſimpler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life ! 


| | _ Bleſt be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at reſt, beneath this humble Shed. 
The World's a ſtately Bark, on dangerous Seas, 
With Pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our Peril: 
Here, on a fingle Plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 

I hear the Tumult of the diſtant Throng, | 

As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms; 


And meditate on Scenes, more ſilent till ; 
Purſue my Theme, and fight the Far of Death.. 
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 
Touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, 
Eager Ambition's fiery Chace I ſee ; 

I fee the circling Hunt, of noiſy Men, 

Burſt Laws Encloſure, leap the Mounds of Right, 
Purſuing and purſued, each other's Prey ; 


As 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Go. 125 
As Wolves, for Rapine; as the Fox, for Wiles; 
Till Death, that mighty Hunter, earths them all. 


Why all this Toil for Triumphs an Hour? 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or ſoar in Fame, 
Earth's higheſt Station ends in © Here he lies,” 
And © Duft to Duſt” concludes Her nobleſt Song. 
If this Song lives, Poſterity ſhall know 
One, tho in Britain born, with Courtiers bred, 
Who thought even Gold might come a Day too late ; 
Nor on his ſubtle Deathbed plan'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church, or State; 

Some Avocation deeming it---- to die, 
Unbit by Rage canine of dying Rich; 
Guilt's Blunder | and the loudeſt Laugh of Hell. 


O my Coëvals! Remnants of yourſelves ; 
Poor human Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave! 
Shall we, ſhall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
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126 The COMPLAINT: 

Strike deeper their vile Root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil? 

Shall our pale, wither'd Hands be ſtill ſtretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with Eagerneſs and Age? 
With Avarice, and Convulſions graſping hard?» 
Graſping at Air! for what has Earth beſide ? 


Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long ; 


How ſoon muſt he reſign his very Duſt; 

Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour? 
Years unexperienc'd ruſh on numerous Ills ; 

And foon as Man, expert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 


When in this Vale of Years I backward look 
And miſs ſuch Numbers, Numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Age, 

And ſtricter on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life's ſubtle Game, I ſcarce believe 
I fin ſurvive ; and am I fond of Life, 
8 | Who 


Or, Night ⸗Choughts, &c. 127 
Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I live? 


Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead ! If I am ftill alive, — 5259 2 Wen 
Who long have bury'd what gives Life to live, 
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Firmneſs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 
Life's Lee is not more ſhallow, than impure, 
And vapid; Senſe, and Reaſon ſhow the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duſt. 
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O thou great Arbiter of Life and Death ! 


— — — 
Pom. ie y 


Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun 

Whoſe all-prolific Beam, late call'd me forth 
From Darkneſs, teeming Darkneſs, where I lay 
The Worms inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Duſt I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 

And triumph in Exiſtence ; and could'ſt know 
No Motive, but my Bliſs ; and haſt ordain'd 
A Riſe in Blefling ! with the Patriarch's Joy, 
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128 The COMPLAINT: 
Thy call I follow to the Land unknown; 


I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 
Or Life, -or Death, is equal ; neither weighs, 
All Weight in this----O let me live to Thee 


Tho? Nature's Terrors, thus, may be repreſt ; 
Still frowns grim Death; Guilt points the . | 
And whence all human Guilt? from Death forgot, 
Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the Swarm 

Of friendly Warnings, which around me flew, | 
And ſmil'd unſmitten : Small my Cauſe to ſmile! 
Death's Admonitions, like Shafts upwards ſhot, 
More dreadful by Delay, the longer e er 

They ſtrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. 
O think how deep Lorenzo! here it ſtings ; 

Who can appeaſe its Anguiſh? how it burns? 
What Hand the barb'd, envenom'd Thought can 


What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace ? 


And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb? 
2 With 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Se. 129 


With Joy, -with Grief, that healing Hand] ſee, 
Ah! too conſpicuous! It is fix d on high. 
On high ?---What means my Frenzy? I blaſpheme; 
Alas! how low ? how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me 
But bleeds the Balm I want-— yet ſtill it See,; 
Draw the dire Steel---Ah no!--the dreadful Bleſſing 
What Heart, or can ſuſtain ? or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope : That Nail ſupports 
Our falling Univerſe : That gone, we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal Wiſh 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her Birth 
Darkneſs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duſt; 
When Stars and Sun are Duſt beneath his Throne ! 
In Heaven itſelf can ſuch Indulgence dwell ? 
O what a Groan was there? A Groan not His, 
He ſeiz'd our dreadful Right, the Load ſuſtain'd ; 
And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 

1 | A thou- 
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130 The COMPLAINT: 
A thouſand Worlds / bought, were bought too dear. 
Senſations new, in Angels Boſoms riſe ; 


Suſpend their Song; and make a Pauſe in Bliſs, 


O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme 
Inſpire me Night with all thy tuneful Spheres! 
Much rather Thou ! who doſt thoſe Spheres inſpire ; 
Whilſt I with Seraphs ſhare ſeraphic Themes, 
And ſhow to Men, the Dignity of Man; | 
Leſt I blaſpheme my Subject with my Song. 

Shall Pagan Pages glow celeſtial Flame, 

And Chriſtian, languiſh ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart ! awake, 

What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 

cc Expended Deity on human Weal.” 

Feel the great Truths, which burſt the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 


Of endleſs Day: To feel, is to be fired; 


And to believe, Lorenzo! is to feel. 


Thou 


Or, Might⸗Thoughts, Se. 131 


Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Power! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous Love ! 
That arms, with Awe more awſul, thy Commands; 
And foul Tranſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold Night. 

How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenſe ? 
In Love immenſe, inviolably Juſt! 

Thou, rather than thy Fuftice ſhou'd be ſtain'd, 
Didſt ſtain the Croſs ; and Work of Wonders, far 
The greateſt, that thy Deareſt far, might bleed, 


Bold Thought ! ſhall I dare ſpeak it ? or repreſs? 
Shou'd Man more execrate, or 6:aſt, the Guilt, 


Which rouz'd ſuch Vengeance? which ſuch Love 


inflam'd? 


O'er Guilt (how mountainous?) with outſtretcht 
Stern Juſtice, and ſoft- ſmiling Love, nk 8 
Supporting, in full Majeſty, thy Throne, 

When ſeem'd its Majeſty to need Support, 

Or That, or Man inevitably loſt ? 


I 2 What, 
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132 The COMPLAINT: 


What, but the Fathomleſs of Thought divine, 
Cou'd labour ſuch Expedient from Deſpair, 
And reſcue both? Both reſcue! Both exalt 
O how are both exalted by the Deed ? 

The wond'rous Deed; or ſhall I call it more? 


A Wonder in Omnipotence itſelf ! 
A Myſtery, no leſs to Gods than Men! 


Not, thus, our Infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
Full-orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays compleat : 
They ſet at odds Heaven's jarring Attributes; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound ; 
Maim Heaven's Perfection, break its equal Beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over---God himſelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praiſe : 
A God All Mercy, is a God unjuſt, 


Ye 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 133 


Ye brainleſs Wits ! ye baptiz'd Infidels | 


Ye worſe for mending ! waſh'd to fouler Stains! 


The Ranfom was paid down ; the Fund of Heaven, 
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Amazing, and amaz d, pour'd forth the Price, 
All Price beyond: Tho' curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty Sum: 

Its Value vaſt ungraſpt by Minds Create, 


For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 


And was the Ranſom paid? It was : and paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more?) for You. 

The Sun beheld W 0 the ſhocking Scene 

Drove back his Chariot; Midnight veil'd his Face; 

Not ſuch as This; not ſuch as Nature makes; 

A Midnight, Nature ſhudder'd to behold ; 

A Midnight new! a dread Eclipſe (without 

Oppoſing Spheres) from her Creator's Frown |! 


I 3 Sun! 


134 The COMPLAINT: 


Sun! didſt thou fly thy Maker's Pain? or ſtart 

At that enormous Load of human Guilt, 

Which bow'd his bleſſed Head ; o'erwhelm'd his 
Made groan the Center; burſt Earth's malble Worb, 
Wich Pangs, ſtrange Pangs! deliver'd of her Dead? 
Hell howl'd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear; 
Heav'n wept, that Men might ſmile! Heav'n bled, 


that Man 
Might never die !------ 


And is Devotion Virtue? 'Tis compelld; 
What Heart of Stone, but glows at Thowgis Bee 
Such Contem plations mount us; and ſhou'd mount 
The Mind till higher ; nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd.---Where row! my Thoughts 
To reſt from Wonders? Other Wonders riſe, 
And firike where'er they rowl : My Soul is caught; 
Heav'n's ſovereign Bleflings cluſt ring from the Croſs 
Ruſh on her in a Throng, and cloſe her round, 
The Priſoner of Amaze !---In his bleſt Life, 
| I ſee 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 135 
I ſee the Path, and in his Death, the Price, 
And in his great Aſcent, the Proof Supreme 
Of Immortality. And did he riſe ? 
Hear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead ! 
He roſe! he roſe ! he burſt the Bars of Death, 


Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to come in : 
Who is the King of Glory? He who left 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death : 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 
Who is the King of Glory? He who flew 
The ravenous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race ! 
The King of Glory, He, whoſe Glory fill'd 
Heaven with Amazement at his Love to Man ; 
And with Divine Complacency beheld 


Powers moſt illumin'd wilder'd in the Theme. 


I 4 The 


136 The COMPLAINT: 


The Theme, the Joy, how then ſhall Mar ſuſtain ? 


Oh the burſt Gates! cruſh'd Sting! demoliſh'dThrone! 
Laſt Gaſp ! of vanquiſh'd Death. Shout Earth and 
This Sum of Good, to Man : Whoſe Nanire, iow. 
Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb. 
Then, then, I roſe ; then firſt Humanity 
Triumphant paſt the Cryſtal! Ports of Light, 
(Stupendous Gueſt !) and ſeiz'd cternal Youth, 
Seiz d in our Name. Er ſince, tis blaſphemous 
To call Man mortal. Man's Mortality 

Was, then, transfer d to Death ; and Heaven's Du- 
Unalienably ſeal'd to this frail Frame, 8 
This Child of Duſt.---Mav, all- immortal! Hail; 
Hail, Heaven ! all- laviſh of ſtrange Gifts to Man! 


Thine all the Glory; Man's the boundleſs Bliſs. 


Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
On Chriſtian Joy's exulting wing, above 
Thi 


Or, Night⸗Thoughts, Se. 137 
Th' Aunian Mount ?---Alas, ſmall Cauſe for Joy! 
What if to Pain, immortal? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Cloſe of Woe? . 
Where, then, my boaſt of Immortality — 
I boaſt it ſtill, tho' cover'd o'er with Guilt ; 
For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life He pour'd ; 
"Tis Guilt alone can juſtify His Death; 
Nor that, unleſs His Death can juſtify 
Relenting Guilt in Heaven's indulgent Sight. 
If fick of Folly, I relent; He writes 
My Name in Heaven, with that inverted Spear 
(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood !) which pierc'd his Side, 
And open'd there a Font for all Mankind 
Who ſtrive, who combat Crimes, to drink, and live : 


This, only this ſubdues the Fear of Death. 


And what is Thts ?---Survey the wond'rous Cure: 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder riſe ! 


0 Pardon for infinite Offence ! and Pardon 


« « Thro 


138 We COMPLAINT: 


* 'Thro' Means that ſpeak its Value infinite! 

„A Pardon bought with Blood! with Blood Divine! 
te With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe! 

« Perſiſted to provoke! tho' woo'd, and aw'd, 

« Bleſt, and chaſtiz d, a flagrant Rebel till ! 
A Rebel 'midſt the Thunders of his Throne! 

% Nor I alone! a Rebel Univerſe ! 

My Species up in Arms! not One exempt ! 

« Yet for the fouleſt of the Foul, He dies. 

«© Moſt joy'd, for the Redeem'd from deepeſt Guilt! 
“As if our Race was held of higheſt Rank; 

« And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man!“ 


Bound every Heart! and every Boſom burn 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here ! 
Its loweſt Round, high-planted on the Skies ; 


Its tow'ring Summit loſt beyord the Thought 
Of Man, or Angel: Oh that I could climb 
The 


Or, Might ⸗ Thoughts, Sc. 139 
The wonderful Aſcent, with equal Praiſe ! 
Praiſe ! flow for ever (if Aſtoniſhment 
Will give thee Leave) my Praiſe! for ever flow; 
Praiſe Ardent, Cordial, Conſtant, to High Heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd ; 


And all her ſpicy Mountains in a flame. 


So dear, fo due to Heaven, ſhall Praiſe deſcend 
With her ſoft Plume, (from plauſive Angels wing 
Firſt pluck d by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great? 

Is Praiſe the Perquiſite of every Paw, 

Tho' black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold? 
Oh love of Gold! thou meaneſt of Amours! 
Shall Praiſe her Odours waſte on Yirtue's Dead, 
Embalm the Baſe, perfume the Stench of Guilt, 
Earn dirty Bread, by waſhing Zthiops fair, 
Removing Filth, or finking it from fight, 


A Scavenger in Scenes, where vacant Poſts, 
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140 The CO MPL AINT: 

Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expect 

Their future Ornaments? From Courts, and Thrones 
Return, apoſtate Praiſe ! Thou Vagabond ! 

Thou Proftitute ! to thy firſt Love return, 


Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once, unrivall'd Theme. 


There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 

Back to thy Fountain; to that parent power, 

Who gives the Tongue to ſound, the Thought to ſoar, 

The Soul to Be. Men homage pay to Men, 

Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful Eye they bow 

In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 

Of Guilt to Gailt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 

Great Sire! whom Thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs ſing ; 

To poſtrate Angels, an amazing Scene ! 

Oh the Preſumption, of Man's Awe for Man ! 

Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law! and judge! 

Thine, All; Day thine, and thine this gloom of Nzght, 

With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds : 
What, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ce. 141 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee? 
What, Heaven's meridian Glory, but Thy Smile? 
And ſhall not Praiſe be Thine? not Human Praiſe? 
While Heaven's high Hoſt on Halleluj als live? 


Oh may I breath, no longer, than I breath 
My Soul in praiſe to him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her Infinite of Proſpect fair, 
Cut thro' the Shades of Hell, great Love! by Thee 
Oh moſt adorable ' moſt unador'd ! 

Where ſhall that Praiſe begin, which ne'erſhould end? 
Where'er I turn, what Claim on all Applauſe ? 
How is Nigbt's fable Mantle labour'd o'er, 

How richly wrought, with Attributes divine ? 
What Viſdom ſhines ? what Love? eee 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd; 
Built with divine Ambition! nought to Thee ; 
For Others this Profuſion : Thou, apart, 

Above, Beyond! oh tell me, mighty Mind! 


Where 


142 The COMPLAINT: 


Where art thou ? ſhall I dive into the Deep ? 
Call to the Sun, or aſk the roaring Winds, 

For their Creator ? ſhall I queſtion loud 

The Thunder, if in that th Almighty dwells ? 
Or: holds He furious Storms in ſtreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fieres Whirkoinds wheel his rapid Carr? 


What mean theſe Queſtions >--trembling I retract; 
My proſtrate Soul adores the preſent God; | 
Praiſe I a diſtant Deity ? He tunes 

My Voice (if tun'd;) the Nerve, that writes, ſuſtains; 
Wrap'd in his Being, I reſound his Praiſe: 

But tho' paſt All diffus'd, without a Shore, 

His Effence ; local is His Throne, (as meet) 

To gather the Diſperſt (as Standards call 

The Liſted from afar) to fix a Point, 

A central Point, collective of his Sons, 


Since finite, ev'ry Nature, but his own. 


The 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 143 


The nameleſs He, whoſe Nod is Nature's Birth ; 
And Nature's Shield the Shadow of his Hand; 
Her Diſſolution, his ſuſpended Smile; 

The great Fir/t-Laſt ! pavilion'd high he ſits 
In Darkneſs, from exceſſive Splendor, born, 


By Gods unſeen, unleſs, through Luſtre loſt, 


- — — — 2 — ˙——— TIS AE ae on On 
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His Glory, to created Glory, bright, 
As that, to central Horrors; He looks down 


On all that ſoars; and ſpans Immenſity. 


Tho' N:ght unnumber'd Worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundleſs Creation ! what art thou? a Beam, 

A meer Effluvium of his Majeſty : 
And ſhall an Atom of this Atom-World, 
Mutter in Duſt, and Sin, the Theme of Heaven? 
Down to the Center ſhou'd I ſend my Thought, 
Thro' Beds of glittering Ore, and glowing Gems, 

Their beggar'd Blaze wants Luſtre for my Lay; 


1 Goes 


Cou'd Angels envy, they had envy'd here; 


144 The COMPLAINT: 


Goes out in Darkneſs : If, on tow'ring Wing, 


I ſend it thro' the boundleſs Vault of Stars ; 

The Stars, tho' rich, what Droſs their Gold to Thee, 
Great! Good! Wiſe ! Wonderful! Eternal King? 
If to thoſe conſcious Stars thy Throne around, 
Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing Bliſs, 

And aſk their Strain; They want it, more they want; 
Poor, their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, their Ardor cold, 

Indebted ſtill, their higheſt Rapture burns; 


Short of its Mark, Defective, tho' Divine. 


Still more--This Theme is M an's, and Man's alone; 
T heir vaſt Appointments reach it not ; They ſee 
On Earth a Bounty, not indulg'd on high; 
And downward look for Heaven's ſuperior” Praiſe ! 
Firſt-born of Æther ! high in Fields of Light! 
View Man, to ſee the Glory of your God! 


And 
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And ſome did envy; and the reſt, tho Gods, 

Yet ſtill Gods unredeem'd, (there triumphs Man, 

Tempted to weigh the Daſt againſt the Skies) | 
They leſs wou'd feel, tho more adorn, my Theme · 
They ſung Creation, (for in that they ſhar'd) 

How roſe in Melody, the Child of Love ? 

Creation's great Superior, Man is thine; 

Thine is Redemption; They juſt gave the Key, 

Tis thine to raiſe, and eternize, the Song; 

Tho' human, yet divine; for ſhou'd not his 

Raiſe Man o'er Man, and kindle Seraphs here? 
Redemption] twas Creation more Sublime; 

Redemption ! twas the Labour of the Skies; 

Far more than Labour----It was Death in Heaven, 
A Truth ſo ſtrange | 'twere bold to think it true; 

If not for batlier 081; in ditbutleve.. 


Here pauſe, and ponder: Was there Death in #1 

Heaven ? 1 

What then on Earth ? On Earth which ſtruck the 1 

| | Blow ? | 74 
K | 


Who 


146 The COMPLAINT! 
Who ſtruck it? Who?----O how I Man enlarg'd 


Seen thro' this Medium? How the Pigmy tow'rs? 
How counterpois'd his Origin from Duſt ? 

How counterpois'd, to Duſt his ſad Return? 
How voided his vaſt Diſtance from the Skies? 
How near he preſſes on the Seraph's Wing? 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay? 


How This demonſtrates, thro' the thickeſt Cloud 


Of Guilt, and Clay condenſt, the Son of Heaven? 
The double Son; the Made, and the Re-made ; 
And ſhall Heaven's double Property be loſt ? 
Man's double Madneſs only can deſtroy. 

To Man the bleeding Croſs has promis'd all; 
The bleeding Croſs has ſworn eternal Grace ; 


Who gave his Life, what Grace ſhall he deny ? 
O ye! who from this Rock of Ages, leap 


Diſdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep! 
What cordial Joy, what Conſolation ſtrong 
Whatever Winds ariſe, or Billows rowl, 


Our 


Or, Might⸗Choughts, Se. 147 
Our Intereſt in the Maſter of the Storm? 


Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's Ruins ſmile; 


While vile Apoſtates tremble in a Calm. 


Man! Know thyſelf; all Wiſdom centers there: 
To none Man ſeems ignoble, but to Man; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admire : 
How long ſhall Human Nature be Their Book, 
Degenerate Mortal! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Reaſon ſheds ſhows Wonders There; 
What High Contents? Illuſtrious Faculties; 
But the grand Comment, which diſplays at full 
Our human Height, ſcarce ſever'd from Divine, 


By Heaven compos d, was publiſh'd on the Croſs / 


Who looks on that, and ſees not in himſelf 
An awful Stranger, a Terreſtrial God ? 
A glorious Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life ? 

K 2 


148 The COMPLAINT: 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm: 


I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 

Catches ſtrange Fire, Eternity! at thee, 

And drops the World. or rather, more enjoys: 
How chang'd the Face of Nature ? how improv'd? 
What ſcem'd a Chaos, ſhines a glorious World, 
Or, what a World, an Eden; heighten'd all! 
It is another Scene ! another Self ! 

And ſtill another, as Time rolls along, 

And that a Self far more illuſtrious ſtill. 
Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades, 
Unpierc'd by bold Conjecture's keeneſt Ray, 


What Evolutions of ſurprizing Fate? 


How Nature opens, and receives my Soul 


In boundleſs Walks of raptur'd Thought? Where 
| Gods 
Encounter, and embrace me! What new Births 


Of ſtrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 


Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, 


Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot? 


Is 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ce. 149 


Is this extravagant? Of Man we form 
Extravagant Conception; to be juſt : 
Conception unconfin'd wants Wing to reach bim: 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father! kindled at one Flame 
The World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour'd 
From Spirits awful Fountain ; pour'd Himſelf 
Thro' all their Souls; but not in equal Stream, 
Profuſe, or frugal of th' inſpiring God, 

As his wiſe Plan demanded; and when paſt 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres, 
If they continue Rational, as made, 

Reſorbs them all into Himſelf again; 


His Throne their Center, and his Smile their Crown. 


Why doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to fing, 
Tho' yet unſung, as deem'd perhaps too bold? 
Angels are men of a ſuperior Kind; 


K 3 Angels 


* 


150 The COMPLAINT: 


Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad, 

High o'er celeſtial Mountains wing'd in Flight; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 

Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
And ſlippery Step, the Bottom of the Steep : 
Angels their Failings, Mortals have their Praiſe 3 
While Here of Corps Etherial, ſuch enroll'd, 
And ſummon'd to the Glorious Standard ſoon, 
Which flames eternal Crimſon thro' the Skies, 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtleſs of their Kin, 
Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their Love. 
Michael has fought our Battles; Raphael ſung 
Our Triumphs ; Gabriel on our Errands flown ; 
Sent by the Sovereign: And are theſe, O Man! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies? and Thou (Dame | 
The Cheek to Cinder) Rival to the Brute ? 


Religions All. Deſcending from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddeſs in her Left 
Holds 


9 
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Holds out his World, and in her Right, the next; 
Religion ! the ſole Voucher Man is Man; 
Supporter ſole of Man above himſelf ; 
Even in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death, 
She gives the Soul a Soul that acts a God. 
Religion! Providence! an After-State ! 
Here is firm Footing; here is ſolid Rock ; 
This can ſupport us; all is Sea beſides, 
Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 


His Hand the good Man faſtens on the Skies, 
And bids Earth rowl, nor feels her idle Whirl. 


As when a Wretch, from thick, polluted Air, 
Darkneſs, and Stench, and ſuffocating Damps, 
And Dungeon Horrors, by kind Fate diſcharg'd, | 
Climbs ſome fair Eminence, where Ether purc 
Surcounds him, and Elyſian Proſpects rite, 

His Heart exults, his Spirits caſt their Load, 
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As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change; 


So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 
And ſordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts, 
To Reaſon's Region, her own Element, 


Freaths Hopes immortal, and affects the Skies. 


Religion ! thou the Soul of Happineſs : 
And groaning Calvary, of thee! There ſhine 
The nobleſt Truths; there ſtrongeſt Motives ſting ! 
There, ſacred Violence aſſaults the Soul; 
There, nothing but Compulſion is forborn. 
Cen Love allure us? or can Terror awe? 
He weeps !----the falling Drop puts out the Sun; 
He ſighs!---the Sigh Earih's deep Foundation ſhakes. 
If, in his Love, fo terrible, what then 
His Wrath inflam'd? his Tenderneſs on Fire? 


Like ſoft, ſmooth Oyl, outblazing other Fires? 


Can Prayer, can Praiſe avert it? Thou, my All! 
| My 
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My Theme ! my Inſpiration ! and my Crown! 


My Strength in Age! my Riſe in low Eſtate! 


My Soul's Ambition, Pleaſure, Wealth!---myWorld! 
My Light in Darkneſs! and my Life in Death! 
My Boaſt thro' Time! Bliſs thro' Eteraity ; 
Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy Praiſe! 

Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man ! 

To Man, of Mea the meaneſt, even to me; 


My Sacrifice! my God! ---- what things are Theſe ? 


What then art Thou? by what Name ſhall 1 
call Thee 
Knew I the Name devout Arch- angels uſe, 


Devout Arch-angels ſhou'd the Name enjoy, 


By me unrival'd ; Thouſands more ſublime, 


None half fo dear, as that, which tho unſpoke, 
Still glows at Heart; O how Omnipotence 
Is loſt in Love? Thou great Ph:lanthropiſt ! 
Father of Angels! but the Friend of Man ! 
Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born! 

Thou, 
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Thou, who didſt fave him, ſnatch the ſmoakingBrand 


From out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 


How art Thou pleas'd, by Bounty to diſtreſs ? 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth ? to favour, and confound ? 
To challenge, and to diſtance, all Return ? 
Of laviſh Love ſtupendous Heights to ſoar, 
And leave Praiſe panting in the diſtant Vale ? 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Due 
And ſacrilegious our ſublimeſt Song. 

But fince the naked ill obtains thy Smile, 
Beneath this Monument of Praiſe unpaid, 

And future Life ſymphonious to my Strain, 
(That nobleſt Hymn to Heaven !) for ever lye 
Intomb'd my Fear of Death! and every Fear, 
The Dread of every Evil, but thy Frown. 


Whom lee I yonder, fo demurely ſmile ? 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their reſt, 


2 
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Ye 
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Ye Quietiſts, in Homage to the Skies ! 
Serene! of ſoft Addreſs! who mildly make 
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An unobtruſive Tender of your Hearts, 

Abhorring Violence ! who Halt indeed 

But for the Bleſſing, wwreſle not with Heaven! 
Think you my Song, too turbulent ? too warm ? 
Are Paſſions then, the Pagans of the Soul? 

Reaſon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd 

To touch Things ſacred ?---Oh for warmer till! 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Pow'rs; 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song ! 
Thou, my much injur'd Theme ! with that ſoft Eye 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the Coldneſs of my Breaſt ; 

And Pardon to the Winter in my Strain. 


Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formaliſts! 
On ſuch a Theme, 'tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is Reaſon, Tranſport Temper here ; 
Shall 
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Shall Heaven which gave us Ardor, and has ſhewn 
Her own for Man ſo. ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What ſmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Doctors preach, 

That Proſe of Piety, a lukewarm Praiſe ? 

Riſe Odours ſweet from Incenſe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 

But when it glows, its Heat is ſtruck to Heaven ; 


To human Hearts her golden Harps are ſtrung ; 
High Heaven's Orcheſtra chaunts Amen to Man. 


Hear I, or dream I hear, Their diſtant Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and taſting ſtrong of Heaven, 
Soft-wafted on celeſtial P:ty's Plume, 

Thro' the vaſt Spaces of the Univerſe, 

To chear me, in this melancholy Gloom ? 

Oh when will Death, (now ſtingleſs) like a Friend, 
Admit ine of their Choir? Oh when will Death, 


This mould'ring, old, Partition-wall thrown down, 
Give 
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Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode ? 
Oh Death divine ! that gives us to the Skies. 


Great Future ! glorious Patron of the Paſt, 
And Preſent ! when ſhall I thy Shrine adore ? 
From Nature's Continent immenſely wide, 


Inmenſely bleſt, this little Je of Life, 


This dark, incarcerating Colony, 

Divides us. Happy Day! that breaks our Chain; 
That manumits ; that calls from Exile home ; 
That leads to Nature's great Metropol:s, 

And re-admits us, thro' the guardian Hand 


Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne; 
Who hears our Advocate, and thro' his Wounds 
Beholding Man, allows that tender Name. 

'Tis this makes Chriſtian Triumph, a Command: 
Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wiſe; 

"Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. 


Seeſt 
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Seeſt thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our Hope? 
Touch'd by the Croſs we live; or, more than die; 
That Touch which touch'd not An gels ; more divine 
Than that, which touch'd Confuſion into Form, 
And Darkneſs into Glory: Partial Touch! 
Ineffably pre- eminent Regard 
Sacred to Man, and Sovereign thro'.the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heaven thro' all Duration, and ſupports 
In one illuſtrious, and amazing Plan, 

Thy Welfare, Nature ! and thy God's Renown ; 
That Touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the Soul 
Diſeas'd,drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Death, 
Turns Earth to n to heavenly Thrones tranſ- 


forms 


The ghaſtly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. 


Do'ſt aſk me when? when He who dy'd returns; 


Returns, how chang'd ? where hen the man of Woe? 
In 
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In Glory's terrors all the Godhead burns; 
And all his Courts exhauſted by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a ſtupendous Solitude in Heaven; 
Repleniſht ſoon ; repleniſht with encreaſe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomb, 


Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and riſe 
Dark Doubts between the Promiſe, and Event ? 
I ſend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 
Read Nature; Nature is a Friend to Truth ; 
Nature is Chriſtian, preaches to Mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our Creed, 
Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the Comet's flaming Flight? 
Th' illuſtrious Stranger paſſing, Terror ſheds 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 
Of length enormous ; takes his ample Round 
Thro' Depths of Ether; coaſts unnumber'd Worlds, | 
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Of more than ſolar Glory; doubles wide 
Heaven's mighty Cape, and then reviſits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thouſand Years. 
Thus, at the deſtin'd Period, ſhall return 

He, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze ; 


And with Him all our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 


Nature is dumb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whiſper breaths : 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtin; even Adders hear, 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again. 
Faith builds a Bridge acroſs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ſhun, 
And lands Thought ſmoothly on the farther Shore. 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes; 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
"Tis Faith diſarms Deſtruction and abſolves 


From every clamorous Charge, the guiltleſs Tomb. 


Why 
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Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo /----© Reaſon bids, 
« All-facred Reaſon,” --- Hold her facred Rill; 
Nor ſhalt Thou want a Rival in thy Flame: 
All-facred Reaſon ! Source, and Soul, of all 


Demanding Praiſe, on Earth, or Earth above! | 


My Heart is Thine : Deep in its inmoſt Folds, i 
Live Thou with Life ; live dearer of the Two, | 
Wear I the bleſſed Croſs, by Fortune Stampt 

On paſſive Nature, before Thought was born? 
My Birth's blind Bigot! fir'd with Jaca! Zeal ! 
No; Reaſon rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 

Weigh'd True and Falſe in her impartial Scale; 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head ; 

And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate, 
** On Argument alone my Faith is built:“ 


Reaſon purſu'd is Faith; and unpurſu'd 


Where Proof invites, tis Reaſon, then, no more 
And ſuch our Proof, that, or our Faith is right, 
L Or 
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Or Reaſon hes, and Heaven deſign'd it wrong: 
Abſolve we This? What, then, is Blaſphemy ? 


Pond as we are, and juſtly fond of Faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our Firſt Regard, 
The Mother honour'd, as the Daughter dear ; 
Reaſon the Root, fair Faith is but the Flow'r 
The fading Flower ſhall die; But Reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 
When Faith is Virtue, Reaſon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriſtian, think not Reaſon yours ; 
'Tis Reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; 

'Tis Reaſon's injur'd Rights His Wrath reſents ; 
II Reaſon's Voice obey'd His Glories crown; 
To give loſt Reaſon Life, He pour'd his own: 


Believe, and ſhow the Reaſon of a Man; 


Believe, and taſte the Pleaſure of a God; 

Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb ; 

'Thro' Reaſon's Wounds alone, thy Faith can die 
Which 
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Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 


And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 


Learn hence what Honours, what loud Pæans due 
To thoſe, who puſh our Antidote afide ; 
Thoſe boaſted Friends to Reaſon, and to Man, 
Whoſe fatal Love ſtabs every Joy, and leaves 
Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing on his Heart, 
Theſe pompous Sons of Reaſon idoliz'd, 
And Vilify'd at once; of Reaſon dead, 

Then Deify'd, as Monarchs were of old, 

What Conduct plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 
While Love of Truth thro' all their Camp reſounds, 
They draw Pride's Curtain o'er the Noontide Ray, 
Spike up their Inch of Reafon, on the Point 

Of Philoſophic Wit, call d Argument, 

And chen exulting in their F cry, 

„ Behold the Sun:“ And Indian: like, adore. 


L 2 Talk 


— poo 
— 


— ** 
TS ee 


— —. — —-— — — —ͤ—ͤ————— — — 
« — — 


; K 
1 
* 1 
14 
1 
1 
* 


164 The COMPLAINT: 


Talle they of 2forals ? O thou bleeding Love! 
Thou Maker of new Morals to Mankind! 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wiſe as Socrates, if ſuch they were, 

(Nor will they bate of that ſublime Renown) 
A. wiſe as Socrates, might juſtly ſtand 
The Definition of a modern Fool : 
A Chriſtian !----"Tis the higheſt Stile of Man. | 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off 
As a foul Blot, from his diſhonour'd Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, 'tis at ſach a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, deſponding of their Charge, 
More ſtruck with Grief or Wonder, who can tell ? 


Ye ſold to Senſe! ye Citizens of Earth! 
(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian Banner fly) 
Know ye how wiſe your Choice, how great yourGain? 
| Behold the Picture of Earth's happieſt Man: 
He 
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ee He calls his Wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
« And fays, he call'd another; That arrives, 
Meets the ſame Welcome; yet he till calls on; 
Till One calls him, who varies not his Call, 

* But holds him faſt, in Chains of Darkneſs bound; 
Till Nature dies, and Judgment ſets him free; 


© A Freedom, far leſs welcome than his Chain.“ 


But grant Man Happy ; grant him Happy long; 
Add to Life's higheſt Prize her lateſt Hour ; 
That Hour ſo late, is nimble in Approach, 

That, like a Poſt, comes on in full Career ; 

. How ſwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shroud? 

Where is the Fable of thy former Years? 

Thrown down the Gulph of Time; as far from Thee 

As they had ne er been Thine ; the Day in Hand, 

Like a Bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; 

Scarce now poſſeſ'd, ſo ſuddenly tis gone; 

And each ſwift Moment fled, is Death advanc'd 
By 
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By Strides as ſwift : Eternity is All; 

And whoſe Eternity? Who triumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the Font of Bliſs ! 

For ever baſking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo! who ?----Thy Conſcience ſhall reply. 


O give it Leave to ſpeak ; "twill ſpeak ere long, 
Thy Leave unaſkt : Lorenzo] hear it now, 
While uſeful its Advice, its Accent mild, 

By the great Edict, by divine Decree, 

Truth is depoſited with Man's 4% Hour; 

An honeſt Hour, and faithful to her Truſt. 
Truth, eldeſt Daughter of the Deity ; 

Truth, of his Council, when he made the Worlds, 
Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the Worlds he made; 
Tho' ſilen long, and ſleeping ne'er ſo ſound, 
Smother'd with Errors, and oppreſt with Toys, 
That Heaven-commiſſion'd Hour no ſooner calls, 


But from her Cavern in the Soul's Abyſs, 


Like 
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Like him they fable under Ærna whelm'd, | 
The Goddeſs burſts in Thunder, and in Flame; 
Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains, 

Dark Demons I diſcharge, and Hydrasſtings, 

The keen Vibrations of bright Trath---1s Hell: 
Juſt Definition ! tho' by Schools untaught. 

Ye Deaf to Truth! peruſe this parſon'd Page, 

And truſt, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieſt, 


Men may live Fools, but Fools they cannot die. 
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